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PART I. 



1781. 

Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burnet/. 

Streatham, Saturday. 

My Dear Miss Burney, 
And so here comes your sweet letter. And so I 
pleased Mr. Crisp, did I? and yet he never heard, it 
seems, the only good things I said, which were very 
earnest, and very honest, and very pressing invitations 
to him, to see Streatham nearer than through the 
telescope. Now, that he did not hear all this was your 
fault, mademoiselle ; for you told me that Mr. Crisp 
was old, and Mr. Crisp was infirm; and, if I had 
found those things so, I should have spoken louder, 
and concluded him to be deaf: butjfind\ug\vYavNe\>} 
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amiable, aiid very elegjyi^ and very polite to me, and 
very unlike aii_.«j4..'uan, I never thought about his 
being deaf; ^rdj -perhaps, was a little coquettish too, 
ia my niaunervrf making the invitation, I now repeat 
it, howe^eri" and give it under my hand, that I should 
coDsidersuch a visit as a very, very great honour, and 
*■?«. would Mr. Thrale. 
;*-.'• And now for dismal ! 

I have been seriously ill ever since I saw you. Mrs. 
Burney has heeii to me a kind and useful fi-iend, 
— Las suffered me to keep her here all this time — ia 
here still — would not go to Sir Joshua's, though she 
was asked, because I could not ; and has been as 
obliging, and as attentive, and as good to me as possible. 
Diek is happy, and rides out with my master, and his 
mamma and I look at them out of the dressing-room 
window. So much for self. 

In the midst of my own misery I felt for my dear 
Mrs, Byron's ; but Chamier has reheved that anxiety 
by assurances that the Admiral behaved quite unexcep- 
tionably, and that, as to honour in the West Indies, all 
goes well. The Grenadas are a heavy loss indeed, nor 
is it supposed possible for Byron to protect Barbadoes 
and Antigua. Barrington has acted a noble part; he 
and Count d'Estaing remind one of the heroic con- 
tentions of distant times. The Lyon, on our side, 
commanded by a Welshman, and the Languedoc, on 
the side of the French, fought with surprising fury, and 
lost a great number of men ; it was a glorious day, 
though on our side unfortunate. 

D'Orvilliers has left our Channel after only cuttings 
a few ships out of Torbay, and chasing Sir Charles to 
Spithead. Many suppose the home campaign quite 
over for tills year. 
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I have had very kind letters from Dr. Delap. I 
love the Sussex people somehow, and tliey are a mighty 
ailly race too. But 'tie never for their wisdom that one 
loves the wisest, or for their wit that one loves the 
wittiest; 'tis for benevolence, and virtue, and honest 
fondness, one loves people ; the other tjimlities make 
one proud of loving thein too. 

ir, sweet, kind Burney, adieu: whether sick or 
. sorry, ever yours, 

H. L. T. 



Mrs. T/irale to Miss. F. Burney. 

^treatliaiu, Thursday, 4tli Jfutiiiirj. 

Don't I pick up franks prettily ? I sent a hundred 
miles for this, and the churl enclosed but one — "cer- 
tain that Miss Buruey could not live long enough 
I away from me to need two." Ah, cruel Miss Burney! 
I she will never come again, I think. 

Well! but I did see Philips written in that young 
man's honest face, though nobody pronounced the 
■word; and I boldly bid him " Good morrow, Cap- 
I tain" at the door, trusting to my own instinct when I 
I came away. Your sweet father, however, this day 
trusted me with the whole secret, and from my heart 
do I wish every comfort and joy from the match. 

'Tis now high time to tell you that the pictures are 
come home, all but mine, — which my master don't like. 
He has ordered your father to sit to-morrow, iu his 
peremptory way ; and I shall have the dear Doctor 
•very morning at breakfast. I took ridiculous pains 
to tutor him to-day, and to insist, in my peremptory 
on his forbearing to write or Tewi \a.le 'Oci\% 
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eveniiig, that my picture miglit not have blood-sliot 
eyes. 

Merlia has been here to tune the fortepianos. He 
told Mrs. Dav^nant and me that he had thoughts of 
inventing a particular mill to grind old ladies young, 
as he was so prodigiously fond of their company. I 
suppose he thought we should bring jrist. Was that 
the way to put people in tune'f I asked him. 

Doctor Burney says your letters and mine are alike, 
and that it eonies by writing so incessantly to each 
other. I feel proud and pleased, and find I shall slip 
pretty readily into the Susannuccia's place, when she 
goes to settle on her 700^. a-year ; of which God give 
her joy seven hundred times over, dear creature! I 
never knew how it was to love an incognita but Susan 
Burney : my personal acquaintance with her is actually 
nothing — is it ? and yet we always seem to understand 
one another. 

H. L. T. 

Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Streatlimn, Tliursiiny, lUli. 

1 never was so glad of a letter from you before : the 
dear Doctor had been in the room just half-an-hour, 
and had frighted me with an account of your fever. 
Thank God there is no harm come to my sweet little 
friend ; her spirits and her affection are as strong as 
ever, for all Dr. Johnson, — who says nobody loves 
each other much when they have been parted long. 
How well do you know him, and me, and all of us, — 
and talk of my penetration ! 

Your father sits for his picture in the Doctor of 
waste's "■own; and Bartolozzi makes an engraving 
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from it to i)lace at the head of the hook. Sir Jashiia. 
delights ill tlie portrait, and says 'twill he the best 
among them. 1 hope it will; and by tliis time, per- 
haps, you may have begun thinking of the miniature too ; 
but it is not touched yet, I assure you. Sweet Susan- 
nuccia! I will slide into her place ; 1 shall get more of 
your company, too, and more — b there nuy more to 
be had? — of your confidence. Yes, yes, there is a 
little, to be sure ; hut dear Mrs. Thrale shall have it 

, all now. Oh, 'tis an excellent match! and he has 

t 700/. a-year — that is, he will have : it is entailed, and 

I irrevocable. 

I send this by your father, who will put it in the 
post; not a frank to-day lor love or money. I did 

\ not intend to have written so soon. He and I shall 
meet at St, James's this day se'iinight. The Owhyhee* 
is to be trimmed with grebeskins and gold to the tune 
of 65/, — the trimming only. What would I give to 

I shew it to youl~or shew you any thing, for that 

I matter, that would shew how affectionately 1 am yours ! 

I * » * * * 

Dr. Burney says you carry hird-lime in your brains, 

I for every thing that lights there sticks, I think you 

I carry it in your heart, and that mine sticks very close 

I to it. So adieu! 

H. L. T. 

Mrs. Thrale to Afiss Burney, 

(irosvenor Square, Tuesday, Feb. 7, 1781. 
This moment Dick Burney tella me how ill you are. 
My dear, how shall I keep from stepping into a post- 

' Mrs, Tlinile hacl a eouft ilreps woven at Spitalfiel'ls, from a 
jiattem of OwhyLeu niuuufattiire, brought tlience by Ca[itain 
Burney. 
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chaise, and sousJug througli Gascoyue Laae to look J 
after you ? Complicated as my engagements are, be- I 
tween business and Rtnh, I shall certainly eerve you I 
so, if you do not make haste and be well. 

Yesterday I liad a conversazione. Mrs, Montagu 
was brilliant in diamonds, solid in judgment, critical 
in talk. Suphy smiled, Piozzi sung, Pepys panted with I 
admiration, Johnson was good-humoured, Lord John | 
Chnton attentive. Dr. Bowdler lame, and my master I 
not asleep. Mrs. Ord looked elegant. Lady Rotbea , 
dainty, Mrs. Davenant dapper, and Sir Phihp's curls 
were all bloivu about by the wind, Mrs. Byron re- i 
joices that her Admiral and I agree so well; the way I 
to his heart ia connoisseurship it seems, and for 8 
back-ground and contorno, who comes up to Mrs. 
Thrale, you know. 

Captain Fuller flashes away among us. How that 
boy loves rough merriment! the people all seem to 
keep out of his way for fear. 

Aunt Cotton died hrmly persuaded that Mrs. Dave- 
nant was a natural, and that I wrote her letters for 
her — how odd! 

Many people said she was the prettiest woman in 
the room last night, — and that is as odd ; Augusta I 
Byron, and Sophy Streatiieldj and Mrs. Hinchliffe, 1 
being present. I 

Mrs. Montagu talked to me about you for an hour I 
t'other day, and said sbe was amazed that so delicate 1 
a girl could write so boisterous a hook- 
Loveliest Burney, be as well as ever you can, pray 
do. When you are with me, 1 think I love you frtan i 
habit; when you are from me, I fancy distance j 
endears you : be that as it may, your own father I 
can alone love you better, or wish you better, or 
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desire the sight of you more sincerely, llian does 
your 

II. L. T. 



Dr. Johnson is very good and very cJwbhable, but 
Sir R. Jebb is quite a scourge to me. Who now would 
believe tlmt I cannot make a friend of that man, but 
am forced to fly to Dr. Pepys for comfort? He is 
so haughty, so impracticable u creature ; and yet I 
eem aud honour him, though I cannot make him 
I feel any thing towards me but desire of douming, &c. 



Mhs BuTHCi/ to 3Irs. T/irak. 

Ciiesingtou, Febniurj' Stb, 17S1. 

This moment have two sweet and most kim^retters 
from my best-loved Mi-s. Thrale made amends for no 
little anxiety which her fancied silence had given me. 
I know not what is now come to this post ; but there 
is nothing 1 can bear wirh so little patience as being 
tricked out of any of your letters. They do, indeed, 
give me more delight than I can express; they seem 
to me the perfection of epistolary writing ; for, in Dr. 
Johnson's phrase, all tbat is not kindness is wit, and 
ttll that is not wit is kindness. 

What you tell me of Mrs. Montagu and Mrs. Carter 
gives me real concern ; it is a sort of general disgrace 
to us; but, as you say, it shall have nothing to do 
with you and I. Mrs. Montagu, as we have often 
agreed, is a characti:r rather to respect than love, for 
I she has not that dun d'ulmer by which alone love can 
be made fond or faithful ; and many as are V\.ift cftM-Sit^ 



10 DIARY AND LETTERS [Part I. 

by whicli respect ruay be lessened, there are very few J 
by which it can be afterwards restored to its first i 
dignity. But where theie is real affection, the case is I 
exactly reversed; few things can weaken, and every J 
trifle can revive it. 

Yet not for forty years, in this life at least, shall we,J 
continue to love each other ; 1 am very sure I, for one, \ 
ehall never last half that time. If yon saw but how i 
much the illness of a week has lowered and injured 1 
me, considering in what perfect health I came hither, ■ 
you would be half astouished ; and that in spite of the J 
utmost care and attention from every part of tliis kind j 
family. I have just, with great difficulty, eseai)ed a | 
relapse, from an unfortunate fresh cold witli which I [ 
am at this time struggling. Long last you, dearest I 
madam! — I am sure in the whole world I know not | 
such Mother. 

W * * * # 

I think I shall always hate this book* which has i 
kept me so long away from yon, as much as 1 shall J 
always love " Evelina," who firet comfortahly introduced J 
me to you ; an event which I may truly say opened a J 
new, and, I hope, an exhaustless source of happiness T 
to your most gratefully affectionate 

F. B. 



Journal Resumed. 

(Addressed to Mr. Crisp.) 

i 23d, 1781. — I have very narrowly escaped a 1 
return of the same vile and irksome fever which with ( 

• " Cecilia," wliich Miss Bumey haJ been long employed ii 
tyiiting, and wliich made its appearance sliortly afterwards. 
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I such difficulty has been conquered, and that all from 
I Texatioa. Last week I went to dinner in Grosvenor 
I Sqnare. I ran up-stairs, as nsual, into Mrs. Thrale's 
I dressing-room, and she there acquainted me that Mr. 
I Thrale had resolyed upon going abroad ; Jtrst to Spa, 
I next to Italy, and tlien whither his fancy led liim! 
I that Dr. Johnson was to accompany them, but that, 
las their journey was without limit either of time or 

I place, as Mr, Thrale's ill state of health and strange 

■ state of mind would make it both melancholy and 
ralarming, she could not in conscience think of taking 
Pffie from my own friends and country without know- 
ing either whither, or for what length of time. She 
would write to me, however, every post ; leave rae the 
keys of all she left of any value, and, in case of any evil 
to herself, make me her executrix! 

Oh, what words! and wliat a scheme! 1 was so 
infinitely shocked, surprised, and grieved, that I was 
forced to run away from her, and insist upon hearing 
no more ; neither could I sufficiently recover even to 
appear at dinner, as Dr. Johnson, Mr. Seward, and 
Mr, Ingram, were of the party ; I was obliged, there- 
fore, to shut myself up all the afternoon. 

You will not, I am sure, wonder that I should be 

utterly disconcerted and afflicted by a plan so wild in 

itself, and so grievous to me. I was, indeed, hardly 

able to support myself with any firmneas all day ; and 

L onfortunately, there was in the evening a great rout. 

I I was then obliged to appear, and obliged to tell every 

■ body I was but half recovered from my late indis- 



The party was verj' large, and the company very 
I brilliant, t was soon encircled by acquaintances, and 
I forced to seem as gay as my neighbours. M.'j ste;a.A"j 
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companions were Miss Coussmaker, Augusta Byron^ 
MiBs Ord, and Miss Thrala ; and the A'. S. neretlM 
quits me. ' fl 

I had a long conversation witli the new Lord SbeSA 
field ; and, as I had never aeen him since be waftfl 
Colonel Holroyd, I was ridiculously enough ember-fl 
rassed with his new title, blundering from my Icn-d ten 
sir, and from air to mj/ lord- He gave me a loi^n 
account of his Coventry affairs, and of the commttmeoltfl 
of the sheriffs to Newgate. He is a spirited aadfl 
agreeable man, and, I doubt not, will make himselfa 
conspicuous in the right way. Lady Sheffield was! 
also very civil ; and, as she came second, I was better! 
prepared, and therefore gave her ladyship her titl&l 
with more readiness; which was lucky enough, for ll 
believe she would much less have liked the omission. I 

Mrs. Thrale took much pains to point out her friend I 
Lord John Clinton to me, and trie to him : he i»l 
extremely ugly, but seems lively and amiable. I 

The greatest beauty in the room, except the S. S.J 
was Mrs. Otryan, lately Miss Horneck ; and thai 
greatest fright was Lord Sandys. ■ 

I have time for nothing more about this evening J 
which, had not my mind been wholly and sadly occu-fl 
pied by other matters, would have been very agreeablefl 
to me. I 

The nest day I again spent in Grosvenor Square^ 
■where nothing new had passed about this cruel jour«l 
ney. I then met a very small party, consisting onlyl 
of Mrs. Price, who was a Miss Evelyn, Miss Benson, ■ 
Dr. Johnson, and Mrs. Carter. " I 

The latter, as there were so few folks, talked a goodi 
deal, and was far more sociable and easy than I hada 
^et seen her. Her talk, too, though all upon books 1 
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(for life and luAnners she ie as ignorant of a^ a, nun), 
■was very lumtfected and good-liumoarud, and I liked 
her exceedingly. Mrs. Price is a very sensible, 
sbrevd, lofty, and bard-lieaded woman. Miss Benson 
not very unlike ber. 

Tuesday. — I passed the whole day at Sir Joshua 
Reynolds's with Miss Palmer, who, in the morning, 
took me to see some most beautiful fans, painted by 
Poggi, fi-om designs of Sir Joshua, Angelica, West, 
and Cipriani, on leather; they are, indeed, more de- 
lightful than can well be imagined : Cne was bespoke 
by the Duchess of Devonshire, for a present to some 
woman of rank in France, that was to cost '30L 

We were accompanied by Mr. Eliot, the knight of 
the shire for Cornwall, a most agreeable, livelj', and 
very clever man. 

We then went to Mr. Webber's, to see his South 
Sea drawings. Here we met Captain King, who chiefly 
did the honours in shewing the curiosities and ex- 
plaining them. He is one of the most natural, gay, 
honest, and pleasant characters I ever met with. We 
spent all the rest of the morning here, much to my 
satisfaction. The drawings are extremely well worth 
seeing ; thoy consist of views of tlie country of Ota- 
[ heite. New Zealand, New Amsterdam, Kamschatka, 
land parts of China; and portraits of the iidiabitants 
y done from the life. 

Wheu we returned to Leicester Fields we were 
I Jieitrtily welcomed by Sir Joshua, Mr. Eliot stayed 
[ the whole day ; and no other company came but Mr. 
IWehber, who was invited to tea. Sir Joshua is lat 
land well. He is preparing for the Exhibition a aew 
"Death of Dido;" portraits of the three beautiful Lady 
■graves, lloralia, Laura, and Maria, rU \tt owft 
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picture, aiid at work with the tambour; a Thais, fop« 
which a Miss Emily, a celebrated courtesan, sat, atl 
the desire of the Hon. Charles Greville ; and whati 
others 1 know not : but his room and gallery are bothi 
crowded. I 

Thuhsday. — 1 spent the whole day again in Gros-I 
venor Square, where there was a very gay party tol 
dinner; Mr. Boswell, Dudley Long, Mr. Adair, Dr.l 

Selap, Mr. B , Dr. Johnson, nnd nty father; andfl 

much could I write of what passed, if it were possible! 

for me to get Unie. Mr. B was just as absurdly! 

pompous as at Brighton; and, in the midst of dinner,! 
witliout any sort of introduction, or reason, or motirej 
he called out alond, — H 

'■ Sweet are the slumbers of tlie tliarming moid 1" ■ 

A laugb from all parties, as you may imagine, fol-l 
lowed this exclamation ; and he bore it with amazingi 
insensibility. I 

"What's all tiiia laugh for?" cried Dr. Johnson,! 
who had not beard the cause. ! 

" Why, sir," answered Mrs. Tbrale, when she was! 

able to speak, " Mr. B just now called out, — ■! 

nobody knows why, — ' Sweet are the slumbers of the I 
virtuous maid!'" I 

"Wo, no, not virtuous" cried Mr. Bosweil, "he! 
said charming ; he thought that better!" I 

"Ay, sure, sir," cried Mr, B , unmoved; " for« 

why say virtuous 't — can we doubt a fair female's! 
virtue? — oh fie, oh fie! 'tis a superfluous epithet." I 

" But," cried Mrs. Thrale, " in the original it ibI 
the virtuous man; why do you make it a maid of tbefl 
sudden, Mr. B ?" \ 

" 1 was alarmed at first," cried Dr. Delup, " and 
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thoiigbt he had caught Miss BurDey napping ; but 
when I looked at her, and saw her awake, I was at a 
loss, indeed, to lind the reasoo of the change." 

" Here, sir! my lad!" cried Mr. B^ — to the ser- 
vant ; " why, my head's on fire ! What ! have you got 
never a screen? Why, I shall be what you may call 
a hot-headed feiliyw ! 1 shall be a mere roCU" 

In the afternoon we were joined by Mr. Crutchley, 
Mr. Byron, and Mr. Selwin; and then we had a 
thousand private conferences and consultations con- 
cerning the Spa journey. 

I have been so often aud so proyokingly iuterrupted 
in writing this, that I must now finish it by lumping 
matters at once. Sir Kiclmrd Jehb and Dr. Pepys 
have both been consulted concerning this going 
abroad, and are both equally violent against it, as 
they think it even unwarrantable, in such a state of 
health as Mr. Thi-ale'a ; and, therefore, it is settled 
that a great meeting of his friends is to take place 
Irefore he actually prepares for thejoui-ney, and they 
are to encircle him in a body, and endeavour, by re- 
presentations and entreaties, to prevail with him to 
give it up ; aud I have little doubt myself but, amongst 
us, we shall be able to succeed. 



3Iiis F. Burite'j to Mr;i. I'hrale.* 

Wednesday 

1 bid nie write to you, and 



pray for you, and so. 



will ; you bid 
I do, for the 



• This letter was written in reply to a few worda I'rora Mrs. 
Thrale, in which, alluding to her husband's sudden death, she b 
MJssDurneyto "write to me— pray for me!" The l\Mii:\--i4iv^\a ] 
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restoration of your sweet peace of niind. I pray for 
your resignatioti to this Lard \Aow, for the contiiiued 
union and exertion of your virtues with your talents, 
and for the happiest reward their exertion can meet 
with, in the gratitude and prosperity of your children. 
These are my prayers for my beloved IVIrs. Thrale; 
but tliese are not my only ones ; no, the unfailing 
warmth of her kindness for myself I have rarely, for a, 
Jong time past, slept without iiist petitioning. 

I ran away without seeing you again when I found 
you repented that sweet comjiliance with my request 
which I had won from you. For the world would I 
not have pursued you, had I first seen your pro- 
hibition, nor could I endure to owe that consent to 
teasing which I only solicited from tenderness. Still, 
however, I think you had better have suffered me to 
follow you ; I might have been of some use ; I hardly 
could have been in your way. But I grieve now to 
have forced yon to an interview which I would have 
spared myself as well as you, had I foreseen how little 
it would have answered my purpose. 

Yet though 1 cannot help feeling disappointed, I am 
not surprised ; for in any case at all similar, I am sure 
I I should have the same eagerness ibr solitude. 

I tell you nothing of how sincerely I sympathise in 
your affliction ; yet I believe that Mr. Crutchley and 
Dr. Johnson alone do so more earnestly; and I have 
some melancholy comfort in flattering myself that, 
allowing for the difference of our characters, that true 

from Mrs. Thmle is tliua endorsed l)y Hisa Bumey :— " Written 
a few liours after the death of Mr. Thrale, which happened hy a 
Boddon stroke of apoplexy, on the morning of a day on whicli half 
thefcshion of London had been invited to an intended assembly 
at liis house in Grosvenor Square." 
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Ij^gard which I felt was as truly returneJ. Nothing 
I but kindness did I ever meel with ; lie ever loved to 
|}iaTe me, not merely with his family, l)ut with him- 
I &df ; and gratefully shall I ever reiueinber a thousand 
I kind espressious of esteem and good opinion, which are 
I now crowding upon ray memory, 
ft Ah, dearest madam! yon had better have accepted 
■me ; I am sure, if unfit for you, I am af this time unfit 
Hbr every body. Adieu, and Heaven preserve my 
Kheart's dearest friend ! Don't torment yourself to 
■write to me, nor will I even ask Queeny, though she is 
■good, and I believe would not deny me; but what can 
Byou say but that you are sad and comfortless ? and do 

■ I not know that far too well? I will write again to 
I70U, and a thousand times again, for nothing am I 

■ more trulv than your 

I F. B. 

I Miss F. BuTJt^y to Mrs. T/irule. 

I Saturday, April Gtli. 

■ ■ I would 1 had some commission, some business, 
some pretence for writing to my best-loved friend ; for 

I write I must, while I have the faintest hope my letters 
fcrill be received without aversion. Yet I have nothing 
mon iearth to say, but bow much I love and how truly I 
■sm grieved for her. To you, dearest madam, I can offer 
Bnothing by way of comfort or consolation, wliatever I 
Imight do to many others ; but what could I urge which 
Kyou have not a thousand times revolved in your own 
nnind ? Dr. Johnson alone could offer any thing new, or 
■of strength to deserve attention from Mrs.Thrale. The 
■rectitude and purity of your principles, both religious 
■and moral, I have often looked up to wiUiTftvevftUti;, 
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and I now no more doubt their firmness io this time ( 
trial than if I witnessed their operation. Queeny, toe 
1 saw was bent upon exerting the utmost fortitud 
upon this first, and I believe, indeed, most painft 
occasion to her that could call for it. May ebe noi 
for her sweet mother unite all the affection and attea 
tion wbieb hitherto have desened to be divided I 

Many friencTs cull and send here to inquire aflei 
you ; but I have myself avoided tbem ail, 1 cauno 
jet bear the conversation which is to follow ever] 
meeting. To be with ijau 1 would wrap myself up ii 
misery; but^ without such a motive, no one mon 
hasty to run away from all that is possible to be flet 
from. 

Dr. Johnson, I bear, is well. I hear nothing else 1 
have any wish to communicate. 

Adieu, mobt dear madam ; and still love, when yoi 
have time and composure to again think of her, tii< 
sincerest, the gratefulleat, the fondest of your friends 
in F. B. who, though she first received your affectioi 
as an unmerited partiality, hopes never to forfeit, a»« 
perhaps some time to deserve it. 

1 do not even request an answer ; I scarce wish £o 
it ; because I know what it must be. But I will writ 
again in a iew days. My kind love to Miss Thrale. 
F. B. 

Miss F. Burnuij to Mr. Crinp. 

Streatham, April 29tli, 1781, 
Have you not, my deare^-t daddy, thought rae utteriy 
lost? and, indeed, to all i)o\ver of either giving or taking 
comfort, I certainly have been for some time past, 
t?;i! rot, it is true, hopi: that poor Mr. Thrale could Hvft 
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L Tery long, as the ulteiation I saw in him only during 
[: my absence ^hile with you had shocked and astonished 
I me. Yet, still the suddenness of the blow gave me a 
I Horror from which I am not even now recovered. The 
I eitaation of eweet Mrs. Thrale, added to the true con- 
I cem I felt at his loss, harassed my miud till it affected 
1 ray health, which is now agnin in a state of precarious- 
[ aiess and comfortless restlessness that will require 
I much trouble to remedy. 

I You have not, I hope, heen angry at my silence ; 
I for, in truth, I have had no spirits to write, nor, 
I latterly, ability of aju/ kind, from a headach that has 
I been incessant. 

1 I now begin to long extremely to hear more about 
I yourself, and whether you have recovered your sleep 
I and any comfort. The good nursing you mention is 
[ 'idways my consolation when I have the painful tidings 
|> of j-onr illneaa : for I have myself experienced the 
I Jciadness, care, and unwearied attention of the ever- 
I good and friendly Kitty, who, indeed, as you well say, 
f can by no one be excelled in that most useful and most 
I humane of all sciences. 

I Mrs. Thrale flew immediately upon thb misfortune 
f to Briglithelmstone, to Mr. Scraae — her Daddy Crisp — 
I both for consolation and counsel ; and she has hut just 
[ quitted him, as she deferred returning to Streatham till 
1 her presence was indispensably necessary upon account 
I of proving the will. I offered to accompany her to 
I Srighthelmetone ; but she preferred being alone, as 
I her iaind was cruelly disordered, and she saw but too 
[ plainly I was too sincere a mourner myself to do much 
[ besides adding to her grief. The moment, however, 
' she came back, she solicited me to meet her, — and I 
nm now here with her, and endeavour, by ever^' Y^%'a\\i\ft 
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exertion, to be of some use to her. She looks wretch- 
edly indeed, and is far fmm well; but she bears up, 
though not with calm intrepidity, yet with Hashes of 
spirit that rather, I fear, spend than i-elieve her. Such, 
however, ia her character, and were this exertion 
repressed, she would probably sink quite. 

Miss Thrale is steady and constant, and very sio- 
cerely grieved for her father. 

The four executors, Mr. Gator, Mr. Crutchley, Mr, 
Henry Smith, and Dr. Johnson, have all behaved 
generously and honourably, and seeui determined to 
give Mrs. Thrale all the comfort and assistance in their 
power. She is to carry on the business jointly with, 
them. Poor soul! it is a dreadful toil and worry to 
her. ■ 

Adieu, ray dearest daddy. I will write again in a 
week's time. I have now just been blooded; but am 
by no means restored by that loss. But well and ill, 
er]ually and ever, 

Your truly affectionate child, 

F. B. 



Mr. Crisp to JfJiss F. Burney. 

Chesington, May LDth, \1V.\. 
My Dear Fannikin, 
I was neither cross nor surprised at not hearing 
from you so long;, as I was at no loss for the cause of 
your silence. I know you have a heart, and on a late 
occasion can easily imagine it was too full to attend to 
forms, or, indeed, to any but the one great object imme- 
diately before you. To say the truth, I should be sorry 
to have your nature changed, for the sake of a letter or 
ti%-o more or less from you; because I can now with 
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confidence say to myself, " The girl is really sincere^ 
and, as she does profess some friendsliip and I'egnnl 
for me, I can believe her, and am convinced that, if 
any evil were to befall me, she would be truly sorrj- 
■fotme." 

There is a pleasure in such a thought, and 1 will 
indulge it. The steadiness and philosophy of certain 
of our friends is, perhaps, to be admired; but I wish 
■it not to be imitated by any of my friends. I would 
h&Te the feelings of their minds be keen and even 
piercing, but stop there. Let not the poor tenement 
of clay give way : — if that goes, how shall they abide 
the peltingg of these pitiless storms? Your slight 
roachiiie is certainly not made for such rough en- 
counters; — for which I am truly sorry. You did not 
make yourself; allowed! — agreed! — But you may 
mend yourself, and that is all I require of you. 

If I had you here, I should talk to you on this 
liead; but at present I ought not to wish it. Mrs. 
Thrale bus an undoubted right to you, nor should 1 
■wish to tear you from her. When the wound is healed, 
and nothing but the scar remaiuing, the plaster ought 
to be removed, — and then 1 put in ray claim. 

Let me hear from you soon that your health and 
spirits are mended — greatly mended. 1 sincerely wish 
the same to your beloved friend, to whom you must 
present my best respects. I am glad she is connected 
with such worthy people in her aft'airs. 1 have more 
■flian once observed that the unavoidable necessity of 
attending to business of indispensable consequence, 
and that, with strict, unabated perseverance, has con- 
tributed more to divert, and dissipate, and finally 
to cure deep sorrow, than all the .wise lessons of 
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philosopbGrs, or the well-meant coiisolatiotiii of friends. 
May slie prove an instance to confirm this observ- 
ation ! 

As for my own shattercJ fraine, I have had a pretty 
long anfl convincing proof that it is not immortal. 
Gout, rheumatism, indigestion, want of sleep, almost 
ever since I saw you, I think, raay amount pretty 
nearly to the sum total of Mrs, Thrale's " Three Warn- 
ings," If I don't take the hint the fault is my own — 
Nature has done her part. 

Bad as I have been thougli, I now liobble about the 
garden with a stick, and for this fortnight past have 
been gradually mending, thougli slowly. 

Ham and Kate are constantly iuquiriiig after yotii 
and when you will come, i am sure they love you, op 
I should not love tbem. Adieu, my Fannikin, 

Your affectionate daddy, 

9.C. 



Journal Resumed. 

Streatsam, May, 17S1. — Miss Owen and I arriveil 
here without incident, which, in a journey of six oi 
seven miles, was really marvellous! Mrs. Thralfl 
came from the Borough with two of the executors^ 
Dr. Johnson and Mr. Crutchley, soon after lis. Shtf 
had been sadly worried, and in the evening frigbtenedi 
us all by again fainting away. Dear creature! shf^ 
is all agitation of mind and of body : but she : 
now wonderfully recovered, though in continual feretsf 
about her affairs, which are mightily difficult : 
complicate indeed. Yet the behaviour of all thei 
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Qeeutors is exactly to lier wish, Mr. Crutchley, in 
jwtjcular, was he a darling son or only brother, could 
impossibly be more truly devoted to her. Indeed, I am 
toy happy in the reTolution in my own mind in favour 

f this young man, whom formerly I so little liketl ; 

r I now see so much of him, business and inclinatioa 
tuting to bring him hither continually, that if he were 
Agreeable to me, I should spend my time in a most 
Wmfortless manner. On the contrary, I both respect 
nd esteem him very highly; for his whole conduct 

inifcsts so much goodness of heart and excellence of 

rinciple, that he is fairly un homme comme il y eii a 

; and that first appearance of coldness, pride, re- 

e, and sneering, all wears off upon further acquaint- 

!, and leaves behind nothing but good- humour 

nd good-wiil. And this you must allow to be very 

endid, wheni tellyou that, but yesterday, he affronted 

e BO much by a piece of impertinence, that I had a 
J serious quarrel with him. Of thi? more anon. 

Dr. Johnson was charming, both in spirits and 

unour. r really think he grows gayer and gayer 

dly, and more ductile and pleasant. 

Mr. Crutchley stayed till Sunday, when we had 
lany visitors, — Mrs. Phimbe, one of poor Mr, Thrale'a. 
Mrs. Wallace, wife to the Attorney- General, 
i-TftPy nglyt but sensible and agreeable woman; Sir 
*hilip Jennings Gierke, and Mr. Selwin, 

Monday Miss Owen left us. 

Tuesday came Lord and Lady Westcote, and after- 
rards Dr. and Mrs. Parker, Dr. Lort, and the Bishop 
f KUlaloe. Dr. Parker is a terrible old proser, and 

ire ine out; Mrs, Parker is well-bred and sensible; 

1 friend Dr. Lort was comical and diverting; and 



24 rJlAUV AND LErrEKS fpART I. 

the Bishop of Killaloe is a gay, aprightlj', polite, andJ 
ready man : I liked him well. I 

Sunday morning nobody went to church hut Mr^ 
Crutchley, MissThrale, and myself; and some timej 
after, when I was sauntering upon the lawn before th& 
house, Mr. Crutchley joined me. We were returning 
together inlo the house, when Mrs. Tlirale, popping her' 
head out of her dressing-room window, called out, i 
" How nicely these men domesticate among us, Miss 
Burney ! Why, they take to U9 as natural as life !" 

" Well, well," cried Mr. Crutchley, " I have sent 
for my horse, and I shall release you early to-morrow 
morning. I think yonder comes Sir Philip." 

"Oh! you'll have enough to do with Aim," cried 
she, laughing ; "he is well prepared to plague you, I 
assure you." 

" Is lie? — and what aboutV 

" Why, about Miss Eurney, He asked me the 
other day what was my present establishment. ' Mr. 
Crutchley and Miss Burney, I answered.' ' How weU 
those Iwo names go together,' cried he; ' I think they 
can't do better tlian make a match of it : / will con- 
sent, 1 am sure,' he added; and to-day, I dare eay, 
you will hear enough of it." 

I leave yon to judge if I was pleased at this stuff 
thus communicated ; (Jjut Mrs. Thrale, with all her 
excellence, can give up no occasion of making sport, 
however unseasonable, or even painful.) 

" I am very much obliged to him, indeed !" cried I, 
dryly ; and Mr. Crutchley called out, " Thank him ! — 
thank hint!" in a voice of pride and of pique that 
spoke him mortally angry. 

I instantly came into the house, leaving him to talk 
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it out witli Mrs. 'Fbrale, to whom I liearj liiiii 
I "So tliis is Sir Philip's kindness!" and her 
I *' I wish you no worse"luck!" 

Now, what think you of this? was it not highly 

insolent? — and from a man who has behaved to me 

Mthei'to with the utmost deference, good nature, and 

I civility, and given me a thousand reasons, by every 

possible opportunity, to think myself very high in- 

I deed in his good opinion and good graces? But these 

rich men think theraaelves the constant prey of all por- 

I tionless girls, and are always upon their guard, and 

I suspicious of some design to take them in. This sort of 

f disposition I had very early observed in Mr. Crutcliley, 

and therefore I had been more dislajit and cold with 

him than with any body I ever met with; but Utterly 

liis character had risen so much in my mind, and his 

behaviour was so much improved, that I had let things 

take their own course, and no more shunned than I 

sought him ; for I evidently saw his doubts concerning 

me and my plots were all at au end, and hia civility 

and attentions were daily increasing, so that I had 

become very comfortable with him, and well pleased 

with his society. 

I need not, I think, add that I determined to see as 
little of this most fearful and haughty gentleman in 
fature aa was in my power, since no good qualities can 
compensate for such arrogance of suspicion ; and, 
therefore, as I had reason enough to suppose he would, 
in haste, resume his own reserve, I resolved, without 
much effort, to be beforehand with him in resuming 
mine. 

At dinner we had a large and most disagreeable 
party of Irish ladies, whom Mrs. Thrale was necessi- 
tated to invite from motives of business ami va.T\(i\i^ 
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connexions. We were in all fourteen, viz, t^i^ Philip 
Gierke; Mrs. LaiulBrt and lier son, a genteel yowig 
youth ; Miss Owen ; Mr. and Mrs. Perkins ; Mrs. Vin- 
cent; Mrs. O'Riley, and Miss O'Riley, her sister-in- 
law; Mr. Crutchley ; Mrs. and Miss Thrale ; and 
myself. 

I was obliged, at dinner, to be seated between Mtss 
O'Riley and Mr. Crutchley, to whom you may believe 
I was not very courteous, especially as 1 had some ap- 
prehensions of Sir Philip. Mr. Crutchley, however, 
to my great surprise, was quite as civil as ever, and 
endeavoured to he as chatty ; but there I begged to be 
excnsed, only answering upon the reply, and that very 
di^ly, for I was indeed horribly provoked with him. 

Indeed, all his behaviour would have been natural 
and good-humoured, and just what I should h; 
liked, had he better concealed his chagrin at the first 
accusation ; but that, still dwelling by me, made me 
very indilferent to what followed, though I foui>d he 
had no idea of having displeased me, and rather sought 
to be more than less sociable than usual. 

I was much diverted during dinner by this Miss 
O'Riley, who took it in lier humour to attack Mr. 
Crutchley repeatedly, though so discouraging a beau 
never did I see! Her forwardness, and his escesslve 
and inordinate coldness, made a contrast that, adt 
to her brogue, which was broad, kept me in a grin 
>^ irrepressible. 

In the afternoon, we had also Mr. Wallace, the 
Attorney- General, a most squat and squab-looking 
man; and further I saw not of him. 

In the evening, when the Irish ladies, the Per- 
kinses, Lambarts, and Sir Philip, were gone, Mrs. 
Thrale walked out with Mr. Wallace, whom she had 
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some business to talk over with ; and then, when only- 
Miss Owen, Miss T. and I remained, Mr. Crutchley, 
after repeatedly addressing me, and gaining pretty dry 
answers, called out suddenly, "Why, Miss Burney! 
why, what's the matter?" 

" Nothing." 

" Why, are you stricken, or smitten, or ill?" 

"None of the three." 

" Oh, then, you are setting down all these Irish folks!" 

"No, indeed, I don't think them worth the trouble." 

"Oh, but I am sure you are; only I interrupted 
you. 

I went on no farther with the argument, and Miss 
Thrale proposed our walking out to meet her mother. 
We all agreed ; and Mr. Crutchley would not be satis- 
fied without walking next me, though I really had no 
patience to talk with him, and wished him at Jericho. 

" What 's the matter ? " said he ; *' have you had a 
quarrel?" 

" No." 

" Are you affronted?" 

Not a word. Then again he called to Miss Thrale,^ — 

" Why, Queeny — why, she *s quite in a rage ! What 
have you done to her ?" 

I still sulked on, vexed to be teased ; but, though, 
•with a gaiety that shewed he had no suspicion of the 
cause, he grew more and more urgent, trying every 
means to make me tell him what was the matter, till 
at last, much provoked, I said, — 

" I must be strangely in want of a confidant ^ indeed, 
to take you for one !" 

"Why, what an insolent speech!" cried he, half 
serious and half laughing, but casting up his eyes and 
hands with astonishment. 
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let nie be quiet some time, but in a. few ■ 
lewed his inquiries with added eagerness, 
to tell /lim if nobody else. 

A likely matter ! thought I ; nor did I scruple lo tell™ 
him, whea forced to answer, that no one had so littleg 
chance of success in such a request. 

" Why so ?" cried he ; " for I am the best person in I 
tlie world to trust with a secret, as I always forget it." 

He continued working at rae till we joined Mrs. I 
Thrale and the Attorney -General. And then Misal 
Thrale, stimulated by him, came to inquire if I had I 
really tnken any thing amiss of iier. IN'o, I assured I 
her. 

" Is it of me, then?" cried Mr. Cmtcldey, as if si 
I should say no; but i made no other answer than | 
desiring him to desist questioning nie. 

" So I will," cried he ; " only clear me, — only say it I 
is not me." 

" I shall say nothing about the matter; so do praT-l 
be at rest." 

"Well, but it can't be me, I know: only say that, 
it's Queeny, I dare say." 

" No, indeed." 

" Then it 's you," cried Miss Thrale ; " and I'm glad 
of it, with all my heart!" 

He then grew quite violent, and at last went on witb 
his questions till, by being quite silent to them, be 
could no longer doubt who it was. He seemed then J 
wholly amazed, and entreuted to know what he had-| 
done; but I tried only to avoid him, and keep out of I 
bis way. 

Soon after the Attorney -General took his leave, 
during which ceremony Mr. Crutchley, coming be-' 
bind me, exclaimeil, — 
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L " Who 'd think of this creature's having any venom 

liQ her!" 

I "Oh yes," anewered 1, " when she's provoked. " 

I " But have / provoked you ?" 

I Again I got off. Taking MJss Thrale by the anu, 

I we hurried away, leaving liim with Mrs. TLrale and 

I Miss Owen. He was presently, however, with ua 

■ 8galn; and when he came to my side, and found me 
■really trying to talk of other mailers with Miss Thrale, 
land avoid him, he called out, — 

I " Upon my life, this is too bad! Do tell me, Misg 

■ Borney, what is the matter! If you won't, I protest 
llll call Mrs. Thrale, and make her work at you her- 
leelf." 

W I now, in my turn, entreated he would not; for I 

I Jtnew she was not to be safely trusted with any thhig 

I she could turn into ridicule. I was, therefore, impa- 

I tient to have the whole matter dropped; and afler 

I assuring him very dryly, yet peremptorily, that I should 

I never satisfy him. I started another subject with Miss 

I Thrale, and we walked quietly on. 

I He exclaimed, with a vehemence that amazed me in 

I return, "Why will you not tell me? Upon my life, 

I if you refuse me any longer, I'll call the whole house 

I to speak for me !" 

I "I assure you," answered I, "that will be to no 

I purpose ; for I must offend tni/se/f by telling it, and 

I therefore 1 shall mention it to nobody." 

I " But what in the world have I done ?" 

I "Nothing; you have done uolhing." 

I " What have I said, then '. Only let me beg your 

■ p&rdon, — only let me know what it is, that I mny beg 
I- yotir pardon." 

I I then took up the teasing myself, and i^uite itiaUted 
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upon Lis leaving us and joining jMrs. Tlirale. He 
1>egged me to tel! Miss Thrale, and let her media 
and entreated her to be his agent ; whicli, in order 
get rid of him, she pi-omised; and he then eUckcnet 
his pace, though ver}' rcJuctantly, vrbilc v/e quiclcenet 
oura. 

Miss Thrale, however, asked me not a question 
which I was very glad of, as the affair, trifling as it is, 
would be but mortifying to mention ; and though I 
could not, when so violently pressed, disguise my re- 
sentment, I was by no means disposed to make any 
serious complaint. I merely wished to let the gentle- 
man know I was not so much his humble servant as to 
authorise even the smallest disrespect from him. 

He was however, which I very little expected, too 
uneasy to stay long away ; and when we had walked 
on quite out of hearing of Mrs. Thrale and Miss Owen, 
he suddenly galloped after us. 

" How odd it is of you," said Miss Thrale, " to comaj 
nnd intrude yourself in this manner upon any bodyl 
ibat tries so to avoid you!" 

" Have you done any thing for me ?" cried he ; * 
don't believe you have said a word." 

"Not I, truly!" answered she; "if I can keep i 
own self out of scrapes, it's all I can pretend to." 

" Well, but do tell me, Miss Bumey, — pray tell m 
indeed, this is quite too bad ; I sba'n't have a wink c 
sleep all night. If I have offended you, I am Tcpy i 
sorry indeed ; but t am sure I did not mean " 

"No, sir!" interrupted I, " L don't suppose you did 
mean to offend me, nor do I know why you should. I 
expect from you neitlier good nor ill, — cii-ility I think 
myself entitled to, and that is all I have any desire 
for." 
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"Good Heaven!" exclaimed he. " Tell me, liow- 
erer, but what it is, and if I have said any thing uu- 
guardedly. I am extremely sorry, and I most sincerely 
beg your pardon." 

Is it not very strange that any man, in the same 
day, could he so disdainfully jiroud and so condescend- 
ingly humble ? I was never myself more astonished, 
as I had hcen firmly persuaded he would not have 
deigned to take the smallest notice of nie. from the 
moment of his hearing Sir Philip's idle raillery. 

I now grew civiller, for I dreaded his urgency, 
as it was literally impossible for me to come to the 
point. 

I told him, therefore, that I was sorry be took so 
much trouble, which I bad by no means intended to 
^ive him, and begged he would think of it no more. 

He was not, however, to be so dismissed. Again he 
threatened me with Mrs. Thrale, but again I assured 
[ him nothing couid less answer to him. 
I " Well, but," cried he, " if you will not let me know 
I my crime, why, I must never speak to you any more." 
I "Very well," answered I, "if you please we will 
I proclaim a mutual silence henceforward." 
I "Oh," cried he, "you, I suppose, will be ready 
I enough ; but to me that would be a loss of very great 
[ pleasure. If you would tell me, however, I am sure 1 
[ could explain it off, because I am sure it has been done 
I undesignedly." 

I *' No, it does not admit of any explanation ; so pray 
I don't mention it any more." 
I " Only tell me what part of the day it was." 
I Whether this imconsciousness was real, or only to 
I draw me in so that he might come to the point, and 
I make his apology with greater ease, I know not-, but. 
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I assured faiui it was in vain he asked, aud again 
deeired him to puzzle himself witli no further recollec-^ 
tions. 

"Oh," cried he, "but I shall think ofeverj- thing-l 
I have ever said to you for this half year. 1 am 1 
sure, whatever it was, it niust have been unmeant and | 
unguarded." 

"That, sir, I never doubted; and probably you 1 
thought me hard enough to hear any thing witliout I 
minding it." 

"Good Heaven, MissBurney! why, there is nobody 
I would not sooner offend, — nobody in the world! 
Queeny knows it. If Queeny would speak, she could 
tell you so. Is it not true. Miss Thrale^" 

" I shall say nothing about it ; if I can keep ray own ; 
neck out of the collar, it's enough for me." 

" But won't it plead something for me that you G 
sure, and must be sure, it was by blunder, and not i 
design 1" 

" Indeed I am sorry you take all this trouble, which I 
is very little worth your while ; so do pray aay no 1 
more." 

" But will you forgive me Y' 



"It seems to come very hard from you. Will you J 
jiromise to Iiave quite forgiven it by the time I return J 
next Thursday?" 

"Oh, I hope I shall have no remembrance of any I 
part of it before then. I am sorry you know any thing 
about it ; and If you had not been so excessively i 
earnest, I should never have let you; but 1 could not 
say an untruth when pushed so hard." 

" I hope, then, it will be all dissipated by to-morroV— 
morning," 
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"Oh, surely! 1 should be verj' much surprised if it 
I out-lasted the Digbt." 

'Well, hut then will you be the same? I never 
I saw such a change. If you are serious " 

"Oh, no, I'll be wondrous merry!" 

" I heff you will think no more of it. I — I Itelieve I 
Ikoow what it is ; and, indeed, I was far from meaning 
I to give yon the smallest otfence, and I most earnestly 

■ beg your pardon. There is nothing I wonld not do to 
I assure you how sorry I am. But I hope it will be alt 
I over by the time the candles come. I shall look to see, 
land I hope — I beg — you will have the same counte- 
I nance again." 

I now felt really appeased, and so I told him. 

We then talked of other matters till we reaclieJ 
Ihome, though it was not without difficulty I could 
1 yet keep him quiet. I then ran up-stairs with 
I zny cloak, and stayed till supper-time, when I returnett 

■ without, I hope, any remaining appearance oi dudgeon 
mm my pJii: ; for after- so much trouble anti humiliation, 
fit would have been abominable to have shewn any. 

I see, besides, that Mr, Criitchley, though of a cold 

and proud disposition, is generous, amiable, and deli' 

catc, and, when not touched upon the tender string of 

1 gallantry, concerning which he piques himself upon 

1 iovariable hardness and immoreability, his sentiment* 

I are not merely just, but refined. 



After supper, Mr. Crufchley, though he spoke to me 
I two or three times with an evident intention to observe 
my looks and manner in answering him, which were" 
both meant to be much as usual, seemed still dissatis- 
i i5ed both with his own justiflcalion and my appease- 
ment; and when we all arose to go to bed, he z 

vox. 21, -Q 
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over to me, and said in a wbisper, " I have begged 
Miss Tiirale to intercede for me; she will explain all; 

and I hope " 

" Very well — very well,'' said I, in a horrible 
Lurry ; " there is no occasion for any thing more." 

For Mj9. and Miss Thrale, and Miss Owen, were 
all standing waiting for me : Le put himself, however, 
before me, so that I could not get away, and went 
on : — 

" Only hear me, — pray bear me. Is it what she 
{pointiug to Mrs. Thale) put about in the morning?" 

" I'll tell you another time," cried I, in fifty ago- 
nies to see how they were all ready to titter, which be, 
whose back was to tbem, perceived not. 

" I have told Miss 'fhrale what I thought it was," 
he continued, " and she will explain it all, and tell you 
how very impossible it was I could think of offending 
you. Indeed, I beg your pardon ! I do, indeed, most 
sincerely. I hope you will think of it no more, — I 
hope it win be all over," 

" It (s all over," cried I, still trying to get away. 

" Well, but — stop — only tell me if it was tluit " 

" Ay — ay — to-morrow morning ; " and then I forced 
myself into the midst of them, and got off. 

Streatham, Thursday. — This was tlie great and 
most important day to all this house, upon which the 
sale of the Brewery was to be decided. Mrs. Thrale 
went early to town, to meet all the executors, and 
Mr. Barclay, the Quaker, who was the bidder. She 
ivas in great agitation of mind, and told me if all went 
well she would wave a white pocket-handkerchief out 
of the coach window. 

Four o'clock came and dinner was ready, and no 
Mrs. Thrale. Five o'clock followed, and no Mrs. 
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Thrale. Queeny and I went out upon the lawu, where 
we sauntered, in eager expectation, till near six, and 
then the coach appeared in sight, and a white pocket- 
liamlkerchief was waved from it. 

I ran to the door of it to meet lier, and she jumped 
out of it, and gave me a thousand embraces while I 
gave my conf^ratulations. We went instantly to her 
dressing-room, where she told me, in brief, how the 
matter had been transacted, and then we went down 
10 dinner. 

Dr. Johnson and Mr. Crutehley had accompanied 
her home. I determined to behave to Mr. Crutcliley 
the same as before our quarrel, though he did not so 
I to me, for he hardly spoke a word to me. An ac- 
cident, however, happened after dinner, which made 
him for a while more loquacious. Mrs, Thrale, in 
Cutting some fruit, had cut her finger, and asked me 
, ftir some black sticking-plaster, and as 1 gave it her 
out of my pocket-book, she was struck with the beau- 
tiftil glossiness of the paper of a letter which peeped 
ont of it, and rathei" waggishly asked me who wrote to 
me with so much elegant attention ? 
•* Mrs. Gast," answered I. 

" Oh," cried she, " do pray then let me see her 
hand." 

I shewL-d it her, and she admired it very justly, and 
said, — 

" Do shew it to Mr. Crutchley ; 'tis a mighty gen- 
I teel hand iadeed." 

I I complied, but took it from him as soon as he had 
r looked at it. indeed, he is the last man in the world 
I to have even desired to read any letter not to him- 
eelf. 

Dr. Johnson now, who, too deaf to hear -nVia^. ■«» 
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saying, wondered what we were thus handing about, 
asked an explanation. I 

" Why, we are all," said Mrs. Thrale, " admiring 
the hand of Fanny's Mr. Crisp's sister." 

" And mayn't I admire it too 1 " cried he. I 

" Oh, yes," said she ; " shew it him, Bumey." 

I put it in his hand, and he instantly opened and 
began reading it. Now though there was nothing ia , 
it but what must reScct honour upon Mrs. Gast, she 
had charged me not to shew it ; and, also, it was bo 
very flattering to me, that I was quite consternated at i 
this proceeding, and called out,— 

*' Sir, it was only to shew you the hand-writing, and 
you have seen enough for that." 

" I sIirU know beat myself," answered he, laughing, 
" when I have seen enough." 

And he read on. The truth is I am sure he took it 
for granted they had all read it, for he had not heard 
a word that had passed. 

I then gave Mrs. Thrale a reproachful glance for 
what she had done, and she jumpud up, and calliug 



" So I have done mischief, I see!" and ran out of 
the room, followed by Queeny. I stayed hovering over 
the Doctor to recover my praperty ; but the minute 
the coust was clear, Mr. Crutchley, taking advantage 
of his deafness, said, — 

" Well, ma'am, I hope we are now friends ?" 

" Yes!" cried I. 

" And is it aH quite over?" 

" Entirely." 

" Wliy tlien, do pray," cried he, laughing, " be so 
good as to let me know u'/iat was our quarrel?" 

" No — no, I sha'nt!" (cried 1, laughing too, at the 
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I ab&uf'dity of quarrelliug and seeming not to know what 
I for) : " it is all orcr, and tliat is enough." 

" No, by no means enough : I must really beg you 
to fell ine ; I am uneasy till I know. Was it that silly 
joke of mine at dinner?" 

" No, I assure yon, it was no joke !"' 
" But was it at dinner, or before dinner '! " 
' " Is it not enough that it is over? I am sorry you 
, knew any thing of the matter, and I am obliged to 
you for taking so much trouble about it ; so there let 
I Jt rest." 

" But pray do tell rae! — if only that I may be more 
on my guard another time." 
I " No, pray," cried I, in my turn, " don't be on your 
I ^aard;for if you are, i shall suppose you hare taken 

the resentment up where I have laid it down," 
I " That I won't do, indeed," said he ; " but I merely 
I wish to beg your pardon : and I think my earnestneaa 
I must at least have convinced you bow very sorry I am 

to have given you any oifence." 
[ Here Dr. Johnson returned me my letter, wilL very 
warm praise of ite contents. Mrs. Gast would not 
only have forgiven me, but have been much delighted 
had she heard his approbation of all she had written 
to me. 

Mr. Crutchley, never satisfied, again began his en- 
treaties that I vfould " come to the point," while 
I was putting up my letter ; but I hurried out of the 
I room without any new answer, though be called after 
1 me, — 

L " I shan't rest, Miss Buruey, till you tell me ! " 
I It cannot be, all this time, that he does uot know; 
' he merely wants me to mention the matter myself, that 
nith a better grace he may apologise a\)owl'A. ^w 
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ever, I slmll certainly not give him that assistaacej 
thougii far from bearing him any malice. I think of 
hina as well as I did belbre thej'racas; for however his 
pride of indifference urged him so to fly out, it is 
evident lie could half murder himself with eelf-anger 
that he has given any cause of displeasure. 

Fbidav. — Miss Thrale, Dr. Johnson, Mr. Crutchley, 
and myself, went to town; and, having set down Dr. 
Johnson at his own house, we went to Bond Street for 
Miss Owen, and proceeded to the e:iliibition. I think 
I need not describe the pictures. 

Miss Owen returned with us to Streatbam ; Mr. 
Crutchley recovered his spirits, and we all did very 
well. But in the afternoon, just as wc had finished 
tea, Mr. Crutchley said to Mrs. Thrale,— 

" Ma'am, I must heg a private conference witb you." 

"With me?" cried she; "I tliought now I had 
parted with my brewliouse, all our conferences were 
over." 

" No," said he, " one more, just to take leave of 
them." 

Away they went, and when they returned he said 
it was something about Queeny, who, however, never 
inc^uired what. I should not have mentioned this, bat 
that the next morning — 

Saturday — Mrs. Thrale, who sleeps in the next 
room to mine, called me to ber bed-side, and said, — 

" Now, my dearest Tyo,* you know not how I hate 

' Wlien Litiuteimnt Biimey aueonipnnied Captain Coo£ to 
Otaheitb, vaeh of the English Bailoni waj adopted as a brother 
by some one of the nativeB. The ceremony consisted in rubbing 
noses together, tLnd exchajiging the appellation of 7^n, or Taio, 
which signified chosenjHend. This title wiia sometimea playfiilly 
ghCB lo Miss Bumey by Blrs. Thrale. 
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» keep from you any tiling. Do you love me well 
enougti to bear to hear soinetliing you will mortally 
dislike, witkout hating me for it?" 

" What on earth could 1 hate yov for?" cried I. 
" Nay. 'tis no fault of mine ; but still it is owing to 
me, and I dread to tell you lest it should make you 
sorry for your kindness to me." 

I was ()uite out of breath at this preparation ; and 
tliough I warmly and truly, I am sure, protested that 
nothing upon earth could lessen my affection for ber, 
I was really afraid to ask what was next to lollow. 

" I ara as sorry," continued she, " as 1 can live, that 
any thing should give you any disturbance, hut most 
especially any thing that relates to me. I would gire 
you, if I could, nothing but pleasure, for I am eure I 
receive nothing else from you. Pray, then, don't let 
any malice, or impertinence, or ridicule, make you 
hate me ; for I saw, and you know told you long ago, 
the world would be ill-natured enough to try to part 
as; but let it not succeed, for it is worth neither of 
our attentions," 

" On my part, I am sure, it cannot succeed," cried 
I, more and more alarmed ; '* for I am yours for ever 
and for ever, and now almost whether I will or not." 

" I hope so," cried she, " for I am sui'e no one can 
love you more ; aud I am sorry, and grieved, and 
enraged that your affection and kindness for me should 
bring you any uneasiness. We are all sorry, indeed ; 
Queeny is very soiTy, and Mr. Crutchley is very- 
sorry " 

" You make me more and more afraid," said I ; 
"but pray tell me what it all means?" 

*' Why you know Mr. Crutchley yesterday ealted 
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me out of the room to tell me & secret ; well, this was I 
to shew me s pai-agrapb he had just read in the uew^- I 
paper, ' And do, ma'am,' says he, ' have the newspaper j 
burnt, or pitf somewhere safe out of Miss Biiroey's ' 
way ; for 1 am sure it will ves !ier extremely.' " 

Think if tliis did not tenify me pretty handsomely. 
I turned sick us death. She gave me the paper, aad I i 
read the following paragraph : — . I 

" Miss Burney, the sprightly writer of the el^;aDt | 
novel, 'Evelina,' is now domesticated with Mrs. Thrale, I 
in the same manner that Miss More is with Mrs. I 
Oarrick, and Mrs. Carter with Mrs. Montagu." 1 

The preparation for this had been go very alarming, 
that little as I liked it, I was so much afraid of some- 
thing still worse, that it really was a relief to me to 
eee it; and Mrs. Thrale's excess of tenderness and 
delicacy about it was such as to have made me amends 
for almost any thing, I promised, therefore, to take 
it lihe a man; and, after thanking her with the sin- 
cerest gratitude for her infiaite kindness, we parted 
to drees. 

It is, however, most insufferably impertinent to be 
thus dri^ed into print, notwithstanding every possible 
effort and caution to avoid it. There is nothing, 
merely concerning myself, that can give me greater 
uneasiness ; for there is nothing I have always more 
dreaded, or more uniformly endeavoured to avoid. 

1 thiuk myself, however, much obliged to Mr. 
Crutcbley for his very good-natured interference and 
attempt to save me this vexation, which is an attention 
I by no means expected from him. He has scolded 
Mrs, Thrale since, she says, for having told me, be- 
.cause he perceived it had lowered my spirits; but she 
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thought it most likely I sliould liear it from tiiose who 
would tell it me with less tenderaesg, and, therefore, 
had not followed his advice. 

Sunday. — We had Mr. and Mrs. Davcnant here. 
They are very lively and agreeable, and I like them 
more and more. Mrs. Daveuaut is one of tlie saucy 
women of the ton, indeed ; but she lias good parts, and 
is gay and entertaining ; and her sposo, who passion- 
ately adores her, though five years her junior, is one of 
the best-tempered and most pleasant-charactered young 
men imaginable. 

I had new specimens to-day of the oddities of Mr. 
Crutchley, whom I do not yet quite understand, though 
1 have seen so much of him. In the Murse of our 
walks to-day we chanced, at one time, to be somewhat 
before the rest of the company, iind soon got into a 
■very serious conversation ; though we began it by his 
relating a most ludicrous incident which had happened 
to him last winter. 

There is a certain poor wretch of a villanous painter, 
«ne Mr. Lowe, who is in some measure under Dr. 
Johnson's protection, and whom, therefore, he recom- 
mends to all the people he thinks can afford to sit for 
their pictures. Among these, he made Mr. Seward 
very readily, and then applied to Mr. Crutchley. 

" But now," said Mr. Crutchley, as he told me the 
circumstance, " I have not a notion of sitting for my 
picture, — tor who wants it? I may as well give the 
man the money witliout ; but no, they ail said that 
would not do so well, and Dr. Johnson asked me to 
1 give Am my picture. ' And I assure you, sir,' says he, 
■ ' I shall put it in very good company, for I have por- 
traits of some very respectable people in my dining- 
room.' ' Ay, sir,' says I, ' that's sufficient reaaon. ■w\i^ 
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you filiould iiot Jiave mine, tor I am sure it lias uo 
business in sucti society.' So tlieu Mrs. Tfarale asked 
me to give it to her. ' Ay sure, ma'am,' says 1, ' you 
do me great honour ; but pray, first, will you do me the 
favour to tell me what door you intend to put it be- 
hind T However, after ail I could say in opposition, I 
was obliged to go to the painter's. And I found bim 
in such a condition! a room all dirt and filtb, hrata- 
squalling and wraugliug, up two pair of stairs, and a' 
closet, of which the door was open, that Seward well 
said was quite Pandora's box — it was the repository 
of all the naetinesf, and steouh, and tilth, and food, 

and drink, and oh, it was too bad to be borne ! 

and ' Oh !' says I, ' Mr. Lowe, I beg your pardon for 
running away, but 1 have just recollected another en- 
gagement;' so I poked the three guineas in bis band, 
and told him I would come again another time, and. 
then ran out of the house with all my might." 

Well, when we had done laughing about this poor 
nnfortunate painter, the subject turned upon portraits 
in general, and our conference grew very grave: oh 
his part it soon became even melancholy. I have not 
time to dialogue it ; but he told me he coukl nevei 
bear to have himself the picture of any one lie loved,, 
as, in case of their death or absence, he should go dis- 
tracted by looking at it ; and that, as for himself, he 
never had, and never would sit for his own, except 
for one miniature by Humphreys, which his s 
begged of luui, as he could never ilatter himself there> 
was a human being iii the world to whom it could be) 
of any possible value: "And now," he added, "lef 
than ever !" 

This, anil various other speeches to the same pui 
pose, he spoke with a degree of dejection that surprised. 
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foe, as tlie coldness of his character, and his contiitu- 

idly boasted iiisenaibility, made me believe him really 

indifferent both to love and hatred. 

L After this we talked of Mrs. Daveuaat. 

k "She is very agreeable," said I, " I like her much. 

BoO'tyou?" 

■ " yes, very much," said he ; " she is lively and en- 

■riaining;" and then a moment after, " 'Tia wonder- 

H," he exclaimed, "that such a thing as that can 

B^tivate a man !" 

I " Nay," cried I, " nobody more, for her husband 

niite adores her." 

I "So I find," said he; "and Mrs. Thrale says men 

n geoeral Uke her." 

I "They certainly do," cried I; "and all the oddity 

u ia yoa who do not, not in them who do." 

I "M»y be so," answered he, " but it don't do for nie, 

bdeed." 

i We then came to two gates, and there I stopped 

bbert, to wait till they joined us ; and Mr. Crutchley, 

Parning about and looking at Mrs. Cavenant, ae she 

■sme forward, said, rather in a muttering voice, and to 

■Boself than to me, " What a thing for an attachment ! 

Ho, no, it would not do for me ! — too much glare ! too 

tauc}i flippancy ! too much hoop ! too much gauze ! too 

wich dipper! too much neck! Oh, hide it! hide it! 

fe-muffle it up! miiffie it up! If it is but in o fur 

Uoak, I am for muffling it all up ! " 

I And thus he diverted himself till they came up to 

w. But never, I believe, was there a man who could 

■Mlure so very few people. Even Mrs. and Miss 

pbrale, of whom he is fond to excess, he would rather 

not see than see with other compEiny ! 

I Is he not a stj'ange composition? 
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Streatham, Jcne. — I found Dr. Johnson in admir- 
able good-hunioiir, and our journey hither was 
Iremely pleasant. I thanked him for the last batch 
of his poets, and we talked them over almost all 
the way. 

Sweet Mrs. Tlirale received me with }ier wontec 
warmth of adection, but shocked me by her own it 
looks, and the iiicreasiog alteration in her person 
which pepjietual anxiety and worry have made. ] 
found ivith her Mrs. Lambart and the Rev. Mr, Jen- 
nings, a young brother of Sir Philip Gierke, and Mf 
Seward. 

Mrs. Lambart 1 was much pleased with again mee& 
ing, for she is going in a few days to Brussels with hei 
son, in order to reside for two years. Mr. Jennings 1 
was not much charmed with ; but he may be a goos 
sort of man for all that, and for all lie was somewhiu 
over-facetious, or would have been; for Mrs. Thrale 
after running to kiss me, introduced me to Sir Philip'l 
brother, who said, — 

" Pray, ma'am, may not that fashion go round?" 

" >'o, no, there 's no occasion for that," cried I. 

"Oh, yes, there is," returned he; "it may be si 
old-fashioned custom, but I am an old-fashioned man 
and therefore I rather like it the better. Come, Mrs. 
Thrale, may I not be introduced properly to Miss 
Bnrney ? " 

" No, no," cried she, while I took care to get oa 
of the waj', " nobody kisses Miss Burney in this hoi 
but myself," 

" I have ventured," cried Mr. Seward, "to some-^ 
times touch the tip of Miss Burney's little finger- 
nail ; but never farther." 

I then gave Mrs. Thrale some account of my visit to 
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Mrs. Byron, which tunieil the couveisation ; and pre- 
selttly entered Mr. Crutchley. 

We had a good cheerful day, and in the evening Sir 
Richard Jebh came; and nothing can I recollect, but 
that Dr. Johnson /orcerf me to sit on a very small sofa 
with him, which was hardly large enough for himself; 
and which would have made a subject for a print by 
Harry Bunbury that would have diverted all London ; 
ergo, it rejoiceth me that he waa not present. 

tWKDMESDAY. — We had a terrible noisy day. Mr. 
and Mrs. Cator came to dinner, and brought with 
them Miss Collison, a niece. Mrs. Nesbitt was also 
here, and Mr. Pepys. 
I The long war which has been proclaimed among the 
vits concerning Lord Lyttelton's " Life," by Dr. John- 
aon, and wliicli a whole tribe of bhies, with Mrs. 
Mont:^ at their head, have vowed to execrate and 
revenge, now broke out with all the fury of the first 
B actual hostilities, stimulated by long-concerted schemes 
^■jand much spiteful information. Mr. Pepys, Dr. John- 
^1 too, well knew, was one of Mrs. Montagu's steadiest 
^■abettors; and, therefore, as he had some time de- 
H termiued to defend himself with the first of them lie 
^H'Diet, this day iic fell the sacrifice to his wrath. 
^^t In a long tcte-a-titt which I accidentally had with 
^^Bllr. Pepys before the company was assembled, he told 
^^ppe his appreliensions of an atlack, and entreated me 
^Vcarnestly to endeavour to prevent it ; niodestly avowing 
H, lie was no antagonist for Dr. Johnson ; and yet de- 
^^bJanug his personal friendship fur Lord Lyttelton made 
^^pim BO much hurt by the " Life," that he feared he 
^^Bould not discuss the matter without a quarrel, which, 
^^Bepecially in the house of Mrs. Thr»le, he wished to 
^P avoid. 
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It was, however, utterly impossible for me to serv* 
him. I could have stopped Mrs. ITiraie with t 
and Mr. Seward with a hint, had either of them beg^on 
the subject; but, unfortunately, in the middle of dinnei 
it was b(^un by Dr. Jolmson himself, to oppose whom; 
especially as he spoke with great anger, would hav< 
been madness Snd folly. 

Never before liavp 1 seen Dr, Johnsou speak with ec 
much passion. 

" Mr. Pepys," he cried, in a voice the most enragedj 
" 1 understand you are offended by my ' Life of LoH 
Lyttelton,' What is it you have to say against it? Com^ 
forth, man ! Here am I, ready to answer any charge' 



yon c 



1 bring!'* 



■ cried Mr. Pepys, " not at present ; I 
must beg leave to decline the subject. I told MiW' 
Bumey before dinner that I hoped it would not 1*4" 

started." 

I was quite frightened to hear my own name mei 
tioned in a debate which began so seriously ; but Dr. 
Johnson made not to this any answer : he repeated his 
attack and his challenge, and a violent disputation 
ensued, in which this great but mortal man did, to OWB 
the trulh, appear unreasonably furious and grossly 
severe. I never saw him so before, nod I heartily 
hope I never shall agitin. He has been long provoked, 
and justly enough, at the sneaking complaints ani 
murmurs of the Lylteltonians ; and, therefore, his 
long-excited wrath, which hitherto had met no object, 
now burst forth with a vehemence and bitterness 
almost incredible. 

Mr. Pepys meanlirae never appeared to so much' 
advantage; he presei-ved his temper, uttered all thai 
belonged merely to hitnselfwith modesty, and all thai 
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■ more immediately related to Lord Lyttelton with spirit. 
Indeed, Dr. Johnson, in the very midst of the dispute, 
had the candour and liberality to make him a personal 
compliment, by saying, — 

"Sir, all that you say, while you are vindicating^ 
one who cannot thank you, makes me only think 
tetter of you than I ever did before. Yet still I tliink 
you do me wrong," &c, &c. 

Some time after, in the heat of the argument, lie 
I called out — 

"The more my ' Lord Lyttelton' is Inquired after, the 

■■worse he will appear ; Mr. Seward has juat heard two 

r stories of him, which corroborate all I have related." 

He then desired Mr. Seward to repeat them. Poor 

Mr. Seward looked almost as frightened as myself at 

the very mention of his name ; but he quietly and 

immediately told the stories, which consisted of fresh 

iDstances, from good authorities, of Lord Lyttelton's 

[ illiberal behaviour to Shenstone ; and then he flung 

Lbifuself back in his chair, and spoke no more during 

Lthe whole debate, which I am sure he was ready to 

I vote a bore. 

One happy circumstance, however, attended the 
quarrel, whicli was the presence of Mr. Cator, who 
Urould by no means be prevented talking hunself, 
r by reverence for Dr. Johnson, or ignorance of 
iubject in question; on the contrarj', he gave his 
IvpinioQ, quite uncalled, upon every thing that was 
Isaid by either party, and that with an importance and 
r pomposity, yet with an emptiness and verbosity, that 
rendered thewhole dispute, when in his hands, nothing 
more than ridiculous, and compelled even the dis- 
putants themselves, all inflamed as they were, to laugh, 
LXo give a specimen — one speech will do for a thousand. 
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" As to tliis liere question of Lord Lyttelton I can't I 
speak to it to the purpose, as I have not read his * Life,'fl 
for I have only reftd tlie ' Life of Pope ; ' I have got the I 
books though, for I sent for tliem last week, and theyl 
came tome on Wednesday, and then Ibeganlhem ; but I 
I have not yet read ' Lord Lyttelton.' ' Pope' I have! 
begun, and that is what I am now reading. But^ 
what I have to say about Lord Lyttelton is this here : 
Mr. Seward says that Lord Lyttelton's steward dunned 
Mr. Slienstone for his rent, by which I understand he J 
was a tenant of Lord Lyttelton's. Well, if he was a^ 
tenant of Lord Lyttelton's, why should not he pay h'laM 
rent 1" m 

\Vlio could contradict this? I 

When dinner was quite over, and we left the men to fl 
their wine, we hoped tliey woultl finish the affair ; but | 
Dr. Johnson was determined to talk it through, and 
make a battle of it, though Mr. Pepys tried to be off 
continually. When they were all summoned to tea, 
they entered still warm and violent. Mr. Cator had 
the book in his hand, and was reading the "Life of i 
Lyttelton," that be might better, he said, understand I 
tlie cause, though not a creature cared if he had neverfl 
heard of it, I 

Mr. Pepys came up to me and said, — 4 

" Just what i liad so much wished to avoid ! 1 have I 
been crushed In the very onset." I 

I could make him no answer, for Dr. Johnson im- M 
mediately called him oR', and harangued and attackedl 
bim with a vehemence and continuity that quiie con-^ 
cerned both Mrs. Tbrale and myself, and that made 4 
Mr. Pepys, at last, resolutely silent, however called I 
upon. I 

This now grew more unpleasant thiin ever ; till J 
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ISIr. Cator, having aorae time studied his book, ex- 
iGlBinied, — 

I "What I am now going *o say, as I have not yet 
I read the ' Life of Lord Lyttelton' quite through, must 
I be considered as being only said aside, because what I 

I am going to say " 

L *' I wish, sir," cried Mrs. Thrale, " it had been all 
l*aid aside ; here is too much about it, indeed, and I 
I should be very glad to hear no more of it." 
I This sjieech, which she made with great spirit and 
I dignity, had an admii-able effect. Erery body was 
I silenced. Mr. Cator, thus interrupted in the midst of 
I his proposition, looked quite amazed ; Mr. Pepys was 
I much gratified by the interference ; and Dr. Johnson, 
I after a pause, said, — 

I *' Well, madam, you shall hear no more of It; yet 
I I will defend myself in every part and in every atom ! " 
1 And from this time the subject was wholly dropped. 
I This dear violent Doctor was conscious be had been 
I wrong, and therefore he most candidly bore the re- 
I proof, 

I Mr. Cator, after some evident chagrin at having hia 

I apeech thus rejected, comforted himself by coming up 

■ to Mr. Seward, who was seated nest me, to talk to 

I Mm of the changes of the climates from hot to could 

I in the countries he had visited ; and he prated so much, 

I yet said so little, and pronounced his words so vulgarly, 

I that I found it impossible to keep my countenance, and 

I was once, when most unfortunately he addressed him- 

r self to me, surprised by him on the full grin. To 

soften it off as well as I could, I pretended unusual 

cotnplaceucy, and Instead of recovering my gravity, I 

continued a most inetfable smile for the whole time be 

talked, which was indeed no difficult task. Foot ^t, 

vot. //. E 
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Seward was as much off his guard as myself, hftvin 
his mouth dtsteuded to its fullest extent every othei 
minute. 

When the leave-takiug time arrived. Dr. JohnsoB 
called to Mr. Popys to shake hands, an invitatioq 
which was most coldly and forcibly accepted. Mr. 
Cator made a point of Mrs. Thrale's dining at hii 
bouse soon, and she could not be wholly excused, t 
she has many ti-ansactJons with him ; but she iixed tli 
day for three weeks hence. They have invited me s 
often, that I have now promised not to fail making one; 

Thursday Morning. — Dr. Johnson went to towq 
for some days, but not before Mrs. Thrale read him i 
very serious lecture upon giving way to such violence;j 
which lie bore with a patience and quietness that evei 
more than made his peace with me ; for such a man's 
confessing himself wrong is almost more amiable than 
another man being steadily right. 

Friday, June 14th. — We had my dear father a 
Sophy Stretfield, who, as usual, was beautiful, caressing^ 
amiable, sweet, and — fatiguing. 

Sunday, Juke 16th. — This morning, after church, 
we liad visits from the Pitches, and afterwards froDu 
the Attorney- General and Mrs. Wallace, his wife, who 
is a very agreeable woman. And here I must give 
you a little trait of Mr. Crutchley, whose solid and 
fixed character I am at this moment unable to fathom, 
much as I have seen of him. 

He has an aversion, not only to strangers, but t 
the world in general, that 1 never yet saw quito 
equalled. I at first attributed it to shyness, but 1 now 
find it is simply disgust. To-day at noon, while I wai 
reading alone in the library, he came in, and amused 
himself very quieliy in the same manner : but, upon i| 
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bise which threatened an intrusion, lie Btavted up, and 
! the Pitches entered, he hustened away. After tliis, 
le Wallaces came, from whom he kept equally distant ; 
nt when we all went out to shew the Attorney-General 
le hot-houses and kitchen-gardens, he returned, I 
ippose, to the librarj% for there, when we came back, 
e found him reading. He instantly arose, and was 
Etreating, but stopped upon my telling him in passing 
liat his particular enemy, Mr, Merlin, was just ar- 
ived ; and then some nonsense passing among us 
onceming poor Merlin and Miss Owen, he conde- 
leiided to turn back and take a chair. He sat then, as 

lal when with much company, quite silent, till Mr. 
Wallace began talking of the fatigue he had endured 
I the birth-day, from the weight imd heat of hia 
lothes, which were damask and gold, belonging to 
ie place, and of the haste he was in to get at the 
laeen, that he might speak to her Majesty, and make 
is escape from so insufferable a <!ituation as the heat, 
Kjominodiousness, and richness of his dress, had put 
im into. 

" Well, sir," interrupted Mr. Cnitchlej, in the 
lidst of this complaint, to which he had listened with 
rident contempt, " but you had at least the pleasure 
f shewing this dress at the levee ! " 
' This unexpected sarcasm instantly iiut an end to the 
ihject, and when I afterwards spoke of it to Mr. 
Iratcbley, and laughed at his little respect for an 

officer of the state — " 

"Oh!" cried he, "nothing makes me so sick as 
Caring SQch ostentatious complaints ! The man has 
ill just got the very dress he has been all his life 
forking for, and now he is to parade about its in- 
convenience ! " 
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Tills is certainly a good and respectable spirit, thougl 
not much calculated to inako its posseasor popular. 

We had afterwards a good deal of sport with Merlit 
who again stayed dinner, and was as happy as j 
prince; but Mr. Crutcbley plagued me suinewhat b 
trying to set him upon attacking me ; which, as , 
knew his readiness to do better than I chose to con 
fess, was not perfectly to my taste. Once, when Pioza 
was making me some most extravagant complimenU 
upon Heaven knows what of accomplishments and pel 
fectlons, which he said belonged to the whole famili 
Sorni, and was challenging nie to speak to him ii 
Italian, which I assured him 1 could not do, Merlii 
officiously calied out, — > 

" 0, je vous assure, Mile, Burney n'ignore rien 
mais elle est si modeste qu'elle ne veut pas, c'eet & dire 
parler." 

And soon after, when a story was told of some 
body's Sim, which 1 have forgotten. Merlin, encoa 
raged again by some malicious contrivance of Mr 
Crutchley's to address himself to me, called out aloud) 
and very malapropos, " Pour Mile. Burney, c'est um 
demoiselle qui n'a Jamais pechu du tout." 

" No, I hope not," said I, in a low voice to Mia 
Thrale, while they were all holloaing at thia oddity 
"at least, if I had, I think I would not confess" 

"Tell him so," cried Mr. Crutcbley. 

" No, no," cried I, " pray let him alone." 

"Do you hear, Mr. Merlin," cried he then aloud ^ 
"Miss Bm-ney saya if she /tas sinned, she will m 
confess." 

"0, sir!" answered Merlin, simpering, "for rt 
tnodeet ladies, tbey never do confess, because, that it, 
ther have not got nothing to confess." 
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During the dessert, mention wae made of my father's 
picture, when this ridiculous creature esclaimed, — 

"Oh! for that pictur* of Dr. Bnrney, Sir Joshua 
Reynhold lias not taken pains, that is, to please me ! 
I do not like it. Mr. Gainsborough has done one 
ntieb more better of me, which is very agreeable in- 
I wish it had been at the Exhibition, for it 
ronld have done him a great deal of credit indeed." 
• There was no standing the absurdity of this " agree- 
tble," and we all laughed heartily, and Mrs. Thrale 
)d the way for our leaving the room. 

"Oh!" cried Merlin, half piqued, and half grinning 

Win sympathy, " I assure you there is not nothing 

ws make me so happy, that is, as to see the ladies 

e pleaxed ! " 

MofDAY, June 17th. — There passed, some time 

1 agreement between Mr. Crutcbley and Mr. 

rard, that the latter is to make a visit to the former, 

; his country-honse in Berkshire; and to-day the 

ne wflB settled ; but a more ridicnlous scene never 

as exhibited. The host elect and the guest elect 

ied which should shew least expectation of pleasure 

om the meeting, and neither of them thought it at 

ill worth while to disguise his terror of being weary 

r the other. Mr. Seward seemed quite melancholy 

ad depressed in the prospect of making, and Mr. 

Drutehley absolutely miserable in that of receiving, 

visit. Yet nothing so ludicrous as the distress 

ft both, since nothing less necessary than that either 

Ibould have such a punishment inflicted. I cannot 

Remember half the absurd thhigs that passed ; bat a 

few, by way of specimen, I will give. 

" How long do you intend to stay with ine, Seward?" 
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cried Mr. Crutcliley ; " how long do you think you can 
bear it ? " 

"0, I don't know; I sha'n't fix/' answered the 
otber : "just as I find it." 

"Well, but — when shall you come? Friday or 
Saturday? I think you'd better not come till Satur- 
day." 

"Why yes, I believe on Friday." 

" On Friday ! Oh, you'll have too much of it ! what 
shall I do with you ?" 

" Why on Sunday we'll dine at the Lyells. Mrs. 
Lyell is a charuiing woman ; one of the most elegant 
creatures I ever saw." 

"Wonderfully so," cried Mr. Crutchley ; "I like 
her extremely — an insipid idiot ! She never opens her 
mouth but in a whisper; I never heard her speak a 
word in my life. But what must I do with you on 
Monday l will you come away?" 

" Oh, no ; ril stay and see it out." 

" Why, how long sshall you stay ? Why t must come 
away myself ou Tuesday." 

" 0, I sha'n't settle yet," cried Mr. Seward, very 
dryly. " I shall put up six shirts, and then do as I 
find it." 

"Six shirts!" exclaimed Mr. Crutchley; and then, 
with equal dryness added — "Oh, I suppose you wear 
two a-day." 

And so on. 
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cried Mr. Crulcliley ; " how long do you think you can 
bear it!" 

"O, I don't know; I sha'n't fix," answered the 
other: "just as I find it." 

"Well, but — when shall you come? Friday or 
Saturday? I think you'd better not come till Satur- 
day." 

" Why yea, I believe on Friday." 

" On Friday ! Oh, you'll have too much of it ! what 
shall I do with you ?" 

" Why on Sunday we'll dine at the Lyells, Mrs. 
Lyell Is a cbaniiing woman ; one of the most elegant 
creatures I ever saw." 

"Wonderfully 80," cried Mr. Crutchley ; "I like 
her extremely— an insipid idiot ! She never opens her 
mouth but in a whisper; I never heard her speak a 
word in my life. But what must I do with you ob 
Monday .' will you come away ? " 

" Oh, no ; Fll stay and see it out." 

" Why, how long shall you stay 1 Why I must come 
away mjself on Tuesday." 

"O, I sha'n't settle yet," cried Mr. Seward, very 
dryly. " 1 shall put up six shirts, and then do as I 
find it." 

" Six shirts !" exclaimed Mr. Crutchley ; and then, 
with equal dryness added — "Oh, I suppose you wear 
two a-day." 

And so on. 
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cried Mr. Crutclilej- ; " how long do you think you can 
bear it?" 

"O, I don't know; I gha'n't fix," answered the 
other: "just as I find it." 

"Well, but — when shall you come? Friday of 
Saturday ! I thiuk you'd better not come till Satur- 
day." 

"Why yes, I believe on Friday." 

" On Friday ! Oh, you'll have too much of it ! what 
shall I do with you ?" 

" Why on kSunday we'll dine at the Lyells. Mrs, 
Lyell is a charming woman ; one of the most elegant 
creatures I ever saw." 

"Wonderfully so," cried Mr. Crutchley; "I like 
her extremely — an insipid idiot ! She never opens her 
mouth but in a whisper ; I never heard her apeak a 
word in my life. But what must I do with you oh 
Monday 1 will you come away ? " 

" Oh, no ; I'll stay and see it out." 

" Why, how long shall you stay '. Why I must come 
away myself on Tuesday." 

" 0, I sba'n't settle yet," cried Mr. Seward, very 
dryly. " I shall put up six shirts, and then do as I 
find it." 

"Six shirts!" exclaimed Mr. Crutchley; and then, 
with equal dryness added — "Oh, 1 suppose you wear 
two a-day." 

And 90 on. 
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cried Mr. Crulchley ; " how long do you think you can 
bear it I " 

"O, I don't know; I sha'n't fix," answered the 
other : "just as I find it." 

"Well, hut — when shall you come? Friday or 
Saturday ? I think you'd better not come till Satur- 
day," 

"Why yes, I believe on Friday." 

" On Friday ! Oh, you'll have too much of it ! what 
shall I do with you V 

" Why on Sunday we'll dine at the Lyells. Mra. 
Lyell is a charming woman ; one of the most elegant- 
creatures I ever saw." 

"Wonderfully so," cried Mr. Crutchley; "I like 
her extremely — an insipid idiot ! She never opens her 
mouth but in a whisper ; I never heard her speak a 
word in my life. But what must I do with you oa 
Monday ? will you come away ? " 

" Oh, no ; I'll stay and see it out." 

" Why, how long shall you stay ? Why I must come 
away myself on Tuesday." 

" 0, I sha'n't settle yet," cried Mr. Seward, very 
tlryly. " I shall put up six shirts, and then do as I 
find it." 

"Six shirts!" exclaimed Mr. Crutchley; and then, 
with equal dryness added — "Oh, ! suppose you wear 
two a-day." 

And so on. 
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cried Mr. Cnitcbley ; " bow long do you think you cai 
bear it?" 

"0, I don't know; I iha'n't fix," answered th( 
other: "just as 1 find it." 

"Wei], but — when shall you come? Friday or 
Saturday ? I think you'd better not come till Satur- 
day," 

" Why yes, I believe on Friday." 

" On Friday ! Ob, you'll have too much of it ! what 
shall I do with you ?" 

" Why on Sunday we'll dine at the Lyella. Mrs. 
LycU is a charming woman ; one of the most elegaat 
creatures I ever saw." 

"Wonderfully so," cried Mr. Crutchley; "I like 
her extremely — an insipid idiot ! She never opens hev 
mouth but in a whisper ; 1 never Jieard her speak : 
word in my life. But what must I do with you oi 
Monday / will you come away?" 

" Oh, no ; I'll stay and see it out." 

" Why, how long shall you slay ? Why I must come 
away myself on Tuesday." 

"O, I sha'n't settle yet," cried Mr. Seward, very 
dryly. " I shall put up six shirts, and then do as I 
find it." 

"Six shirts!" exclaimed Mr. Crutchley; and then^ 
with et^ual dryness added — " Oh, ! suppose you wear 
two a-day." 

And so on. 
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SiaTij continued. 

Streatham, June "25. — I sent you off a most sadi 
morsel, my dearest Susy, but receiving no news off 
James had really so much sunk me, that I could 1 
hardly support my spirits with decency. Nothing j 
better has happened since; but as all help of evil ' 
is out of my power, I drive from my inind the ap- 
prehension of it as much as I am able, and keep, and 
will keep, ray fears and horrors in as much subjectioa 
as possible. You will let me know, I am sure, when 
you get any intelligence, and you will, I earnestly 
hope, keep your own mind quiet till it arrives. There 
is never such a superfluity of actual happiness as to 
make it either ratioual or justifiable to feed upon ex- 
pected misery. That portion of philosophy which 
belong to making the most of the present day, grows | 
upon me strongly; and, as I have suffered infinitely ] 
from its neglect, it is what I moat encourage, and, 
indeed, require. 

I will go on with a little journalising, though I have I 
now few things, and still fewer people, to mention. 

Wednesday, June 26th. — Dr. Johnson, who had ] 
been in town some days, returned, and Mr, Crutchley [ 
came also, as well as my father. 1 did not sec the two i 
Atter till summoned to dinner ; and then Dr. Johnson 1 
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I seizing my hand, while with one of his own he gave me 
I a no very genlie tap on the shoulder, half drolly and 
I half reproachfully called out, — 

I " Ah, you little baggage, you ! and hare you known 
I liow long I have been here, and never to come to me?" 
\ And the truth is, in whatever sportive mode he ex- 
L presses it, he realty likes not I should he absent fi'oni 
I bim half a minute whenever be is here, and not in hie 
I own apartment. 

[ Mr. Crutchley said he had just brought Mr. Seward 
I to town in his phaeton, alive. He gave a diverting 
I acconnt of the visit, which I fancy proved much better 
I than either party pretended to expect, as I find Mr. 
I Seward not only went a day eoon«r, but stayed two days 
I later, than was proposed ; and Mr. Crutchley, on his 
1 part, said he liad invited him to repeat his visit at any 
I time when he knew not in wliat other manner " to 
I knock down a diiy or two." What curious characters 
I these are ! Mr. Crutchley, however, continues the 
I least fathoifiable, not only of these, but of all the men I / 
B have seen. I will give you, therefore, having, in- 
I deed, nothing better to offer, eome further specimens to 

I Dr. Johnson, as usual when here, kept me in chat 
I with him in the library after all the rest had dis- . 
I parsed ; but when Mr. Crutchley returned again, he 
I went up-stair?, and, as I was finishing some work I had 
I in hand, Mr. Crutchley, either from civility or a sud- 
I den turn to loquacity, tbrbore his books, to talk. 
I Among other folks, we discussed the two rival 
I duchesses, Hutland and Devonshire. "The former," 
I be said, " must, he fancied, be very weak and silly, as 
I he knew that ■she endured being admired to her face, 
I and complimented perpetually, both upon her beauty J 
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and her dress :" and when I asked whether he was one 
who joined in trying her — 

"Me!" cried he; "no, indeed! I never com- 
plimented any body ; that is, 1 never eaid to any body 
a thing I did not tJiink, unless I was openly laughing 
at then), and making sport for other people." 

" Oh," cried I, " if every body went by this rule, what 
a world of conversation would be curtailed ! The 
Duchess of Devonshire, I fancy, has better parts," 

"Oh yes; and a line, pleasant, open countenance. 
She came to my sister's once, in Lincolnshire, when I 
was there, in order to see h are- hnn ting, wliicli vras 
tlien quite new to her." 

"She is very amiable, I believe," said I; " for all 
her friends love and speak highly of her." 

"Oh, yea, very much so; perfectly good-humoured 
and unatfected. And her horse was led, and she was 
frightened ; and we told her tliat was the hare, and that 
was tbe dog ; and the dog pointed at the hare, and the 
hare ran away from the dog ; and then she took cou- 
rage, and then she was timid ; — ^and, upon my word, she 
did it all very prettily ! For my part, I liked it so well, 
that in half an hour I took to my own horse, and rode 
away." 

After this, we began more seriously to talk upon 
happiness and misery ; and I accused him of having 
little sense of either, from the various strange and des- 
perate speeches which he is continually making ; such 
as those I told you, of his declaring he cared not if he 
waa 10 be shut up in the Exchequer for the rest of his 
life; and as to Mrs. Plumbe — the stupidest of all 
women — he had as lieve as not pass the rest of his 
days with her ; and during this last visit, when the 
horrors of a convent were enumerating by Mrs. Thrale, 
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he asserted that there was nothing but prejudice in 
preferring any other mode of life, since every mode was, 
in fact, alike. 

" Well," said he, " and custom will make any thing 
endured; though a great deal of all this must be given 
to mere talk without meaning; for as to living with 
Mrs. Plumbe, I protest 1 would not spend au hour with 
her to save me ironi ruin, nor with any body I did not 
like. I cannot even make common visits to people 
unless I like them. But the few 1 do like, perhaps 
nobody ever liked equally. I have, indeed, but one 
wish or thought about them ; and that is, to be with 
them not only every day, but every hour. And I never 
change, and never grow tired : nobody in the world 
has less taste for variety." 

Afterwards he asserted that nobody ever died of 
grief. 1 did not agree with him; for I do, indeed, 
believe it is a death but too possible. 

" I judge," said he, " as people are too apt to judge, 
by myself; 1 am sure / have no affections that can 
kill me." 

" I can easily believe that," said I, " and I fancy 
very few people have ; but, among them, I should 
certainly never number those who settle themselves 
into a philosophic coldness and apathy that renders all 
things equal to them, and the Convent or the Exchequer 
the same as any other places." 

" Why, a little use would make them so," said he, 
laughing. " However, I believe I liave had as much 
delight one way as any man breathing ; and that is, in 
hunting. I have pursued that with an enthusiasm that 
has been madness. I have lieen thrown from my horse 
and half killed, and mounted her again and gone on. 
I have been at it till every one has been tired out ; but 
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myself never, i have jumped from my liorse to catch 
a dirty honnd in my arme ami ktg<i it !" 

" Well," cried I, "and does this last .'" 

" Why, no," cried he, " thank Heaven ! not quite so 
bad now. To be enre, 'lis the most contemptible 
delight that ever man took, and I never knew three 
men in the world who pursued it with equal pleasure 
that were not idiots. Those, however," said be after- 
wards, " are, I believe, the most happy who have most 
affections ; even the pain of such has pleasure with it." 

This from a man whose evident effort is to stifle 
every affection, nay, every feeling, of the soul I 

" I do not," continued he, " believe that aaiy grief in 
the world ever out-lasted a twelvemoth." 

" A twelvemonth," said I, " spent in real sorrow is a 
long, loug time indeed. I question myself if it almost 
can laet or be supported longer." 

After this, upon my saying I supposed him hardly a 
fair judge of affliction, as 1 believed him a man deter- 
mined to extinguish every feeling that led to it, he 
grew very unexpectedly grave and communicative, and 
told me he had had two calamities as heavy and as 
bitter as any body could have or could feel. 

"And yet," said he, "I found I got the better of 
them. I was ill — I lost my appetite — I could Hot 
sleep — I had a fever ; yet in time all these complaints 
were gone, and I got well, and lived on much as 
usual." 

One of these calamities he then explained to have 
been the loss of his mother, whom I find he quite 
adored ; and he seems still to wonder how he survived 
hep. The other he seemed half inclined to mention, 
but I did not venture to lead to it, as it occurred to me 
that it was possibly an affair of the heart ; in which, if. 
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I uotivhbstautliiig all liU aeeertiona of ignoi-aiice of /a belie 
passion, he has had a disappointiuetit, I think much of 
the strangeness of his character accounted fgr. 

At dinner lie appeared in his riding dress, prepai-ed 
ibr his journey; and, during the dessert, his phaeton 
was announced. Mrs, Tlirale at that time had stepped 
out of the room. He soon after called Miss Thrale 
aside, and proposed taking her two sisters, Susan and 
Sophy, who are still at home for the holydays, a ride in 
his phaeton ! He hid her mention it to her mother, 
sayiug, that if she liked it, he would defer going till 
nest morning, that he might give the little girls this 
frolic. 

Mrs. Thrale instantly returned, and, thanking him 

for his good-nature, moat readily agreed to the pro- 

I posal ; though she could not hut laugh at it, after bis 

aullen refusal to stay at her request. 
' Friday. — The moment breakfiist was over, Mr. 
Cnitchley arose, and was taking leave ; but Mrs. 
Thrale told liira, with an arch laugh, he had better 
I stay, for he would not get mended by going. He 
I protested, however, that he must certainly go home. 
I " And why?" cried she ; " what do you go for?" 
[ " iVay," cried he, hesitating, " I don't know, I am 
sure !" 

" Never mind him, madam," cried Dr. Johnson ; " a 
man who knows not why he goes, knows not why he 
stays; therefore never heed him." 

"Does any body expect you?" said Mrs. Thrale. 
" Do you want to see any body ? " 
"Not a soul!" 
" Then why can't you stay ? " 

"No; 1 can't stay now ; I'll meet you on Tuesday." 
" If yoti know so little why you should either go or 
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gtay," eaid Dr. Jolioson, "neTer think about it, sir; 
toss up — that's the shortest way. Heads or tails! — let 
that decide." 

" No, no, sir," answered he ; " this is but talk, for I 
cannot reduce it to that mere indifference in my own 
mind." 

"What! must you go, then?" said Mrs. Thrale. 

" i must go," returned he, "upon a system of eco- 
nomy." 

" What ! to save your horses coming again ?" 

" No; but that 1 may not weary my friends quite 
out." 

"Oh, your friends are the best judges for them- 
selves," said Mrs. Thrale ; "doyouthinlt you can go 
any where that your company will be more desired ?" 

" Nay, nay," cried Dr. Johnson, " after such an 
excuse as that, your friends have a right to practise 
Irifih hospitality, and lock up your bridle." 

The matter was still undecided when Mrs. Thrale 
called him to walk out with her. • 

In about two hours, and when I thought he was 
certainly gone, he came into the library, where I was 
reading Sherlock's flippant but entertaining letters, 
and said, — 

" A good morning to you, ma'am." 

" Are you going at last," cried I, "in all this heatf 

" No," cried he ; " I am upon a new phiu now. I 
have sent my man to Sumiiog-hill, and I am going 
now to see if I can stop him ; for, in spite of all my 
resolves, I Hiid there is no resisting the pleasures of 
this place." 

"There is, indeed, no resisting Mrs. Thrale," said 
1 ; " but why, indeed, should you resist her ?" 

'* Oh," cried he, in a tone half vexed, half laughing. 
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I wisli witEi all my heart I was at Jericlio at this 
Tery moment." 

He then wished ine good-by, and was off; leaving 
e, indeed, little better able to judge his actual cha- 
icter than the firet day I s&w him. 
At dinner, accordingly, he returned, and is now to 
sy till Tuesday. 

* * « « « 
I have very often, though I mention them not, long 

find melancholy diecouraeB with Dr. Johnson, about our 
liear deceased master, whom, indeed, he regrets inces- 
santly ; but 1 love not lo dwell on subjects of sorrow 
when I can drive them awaj', especially to you, upon 
this account, as you wei'e so much a stranger to that 
escelleot friend, whom you only lamented for the sake 
}f those who survived him. 

* * * * « 
The receipt of your second letter, my dearest Susy, 
B so luuch animated and comforted me, that I can 

■ go back to give you a better account of what 
|)a6sed here after the receipt of the first. 

While we were at church ou Sunday morning, we 
heard a sermon, upon which, by means of a speech I 
ehanced to make, we have been talking ever since. 
The subject was treating of humility, and declaiming 
Bgainst pride; in the midst of which, Mrs. Tlirale 
whispered, — 

" This sermon is all against tis; that is, four of ub : 
Queeny, Burney, Susan, and I, are all as proud as 
possible — Mr. Crutchley and Sophy are humble 
enoi^li ." 

^' Good heavens ! " cried I, " Mr. Crutchley ! — why 
he is the proudest among us ! " 

This speech she instantly repeated, and just at tho-t 
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moment the preacher saiil, — "Tliose who are the 
weakest are ever the soonest puffed up." 

He instantly made me a bow, with an expressive 
laugli, that thanked me for the compliment. To be 
sure it happened most untimely. 

As soon as we came out of church, he called 
out, — 

"Well, Miss Burney, this is what t never can for- 
give! Am /so proud?" 

" I am sure if you are," cried Mrs, Thrale, " you 
have imposed upon me, for i always thought you the 
humblest man I knew, Look how Burney casts up 
her eyes! Why are you so proud, after all, Mr. 
Crutchley?" 

"I hope not," cried he, rather gravely; "but I 
little thought of ever going to Strentham Church to 
hear I was the proudest man in it," 

"Well, but," said I, "does it follow you certainly 
are so tiecause /say so?" 

" Why yes, 1 suppose I am if you see it, for you 
o:ie that see all things and people right." 

" Well, it 's very odd," said Mrs. Thrale, " I wonder' 
how she foand you out." 

"/wonder," cried I, laughing, "how yow missed' 
finding him out." 

"Oh! worse and worse ! " cried he. "Wliy there's 
no bearing this ! " 

" I protest, then," said Mrs. Thrale, " he has always' 
taken me in ; he seemed to me the humhlest creatnrt 
1 knew; always speaking so ill of himself — alwayi 
depreciating all that belongs to him." 

" Why, I did not say," quoth I, " that he had mdHfe' 
vanity than other men ; on the contrary, I think he 
has none." 
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I " Well distinguislied," cried she; "a man may be 
I proud enough, and yet have no vanity." 

" Well, but what is this pride V cried Mr. Crutch- 
I ley — " what is it shewn in? — what are its symptoms 
and marks ? " 

"A general contempt," answered I, undaunted, "of 
every body and of every thing." 

"Well said, MissBumey I" exclaimed Mrs.Thrale, 
'* Why that 's true enough, and so he has." 

"A total indifference," continued I, "of what is 
thought of him by others, and a disdain alike of hap- 
piness or misery." 

" Bravo, Burney ! " cried Mrs, Thrale, " that 's true 
enough ! " 

" Indeed," cried Mr. Crutchley, "you are quite mis- 
taken. Indeed, nobody in the world is half so anxious 
about the opinions of others ; I am wretched — I am 
miserable if I think myself thought ill of; not, indeed, 
by every body, — not by Mr. Cator, nor Mr. Perkins, 
nor Mr. Barclay, — but by those whose good opinion I 
have tried : — there if I fail, no man can be more un- 
happy." 

" Oh, perhaps," returned I, " there may be two or 
three people in the world you may wish should think 
well of you, but that is nothing to the general cha- 
racter." 

"Oh, no! many more. I am now four-and- thirty, 
and perhaps, indeed, in all my life I have not tried to 
gain the esteem of more than four-and-thirty people, 
but —" 

" Oh, leave out the thirty ! " cried I, " and then you 
may be nearer the truth." 

' No, indeed ; ten, at least, I daresay I have tried 
i for, but, perhaps, I have not succeeded with two. How- 
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ever, 1 am lliue even with the world ; for if it likes me 
not, I cau do without it, — T can live alone ; and that, 
indeed, I prefer to auy thing 1 can meet with ; for those 
with whom I like to live are so much ahove me; that 
I sink into nothing in their society ; so I think it best, 
to run away from them." 

" That is to Bay," cried I, " you are angry yon can- 
not yourself excel, — and this is not pride!" 

" Why no, indeed ; but it is melancholy to he always 
behind — to hear conversation in which one is unable 
to join " 

" Unwilling," c[Uoth I, " you mean." 

" No, indeed, but really unable ; and therefore what' 
can 1 do so well as to run home ? As to an inferior, I 
liope I think that of nobody ; and as to my equals, and 
Buch as I am on a par with, Heaven knows I can ill 
bear them ! — ! would rather live alone to all eternity!' 

This conversation lasted till we got home, when Mrs. 
Thrale said, — 

" Well, Mr. Crutchley, has she convinced you?" 

" I don't know," cried I, " but he has convinced me." 

"Why how you smote him," cried Mrs. Thrale j 
*' but 1 think you make your part good as you go on." 

" The great difference," said 1, " which I think there 
is between Mr. Seward and Mr. Crutchley, who in 
some things are very much alike, is this, — Mr. Seward 
lies a great deal of vanity and no pride, Mr. Crutchley 
•a great deal of pride and no vanity." 

" Just, and true, and wise ! " eaid dear Mrs, Thrale, 
" for Seward Is always talking of himself, and always 
•witli approbation ; Mr. Crutchley seldom mentioDs 
himself, and when he does, it is with dislike. And 
which have /, most pride or most vanity?" 

" Oh, most vanity, certo !" quoth I, 



I 



» 



1781] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 

" Aud which have you 1 " said Mr. Crutchley to 
Queeny. 

" I don't know," answered she. 

Some time after, while I was again reading Sher- 
lock's " Letters" in the library, Mr. Crutchley came 
in. 

"Well, ma'am," cried he, "I have not foi^iven 
this yet; though 1 confess you somewhat sofleiied off 
the charge, by all that distinction about the pride and 
vanity; but still I suppose even that was only pre- 
tence."' 

" No, no," cried I, " all I said I tliink ; though all 
1 think to be sure I did not say \" 

And I went on with my book. 

" Well," cried he, " I shall take Johnson's ' Life of 
Pope,' and go to the green bench in the wood, and get 
it by heart. If I have no ideas of my own, I can do 
nothing belter than get some of his. This part of 
pride I am ready to own, and I wisii nothing more 
than to cultivate it — and that is — from those who recede 
from me, to recede yet faster from them. This much 
I would always wish to do." 

" I can very easily credit it," cried I- 

" Why, I don't know neither," cried he; "I don't 
think I do it as much as i ought to do ; I think I 
begin lo grow more cringing, and sneaking, and 
worldly." 

'* How ridiculous !" crietl 1 ; for certainly cringing, 
sneaking, and worldly, are tliree tilings most distant 
from him. 

" But as to all this pride of which you accuse nie, I 
declare I Ijelieve no man has so little." 

'* Look here," inteJTupted 1, " Mr. Sherlock himself . 
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Bays lie is ' modesle u fexces.' See but by that how I 
people know their own characters." M 

This was a finishing stroke ; for the vanity ancU 
flippancy and conceit of Sherlock we have all beeafl 
railing at ever since we took to reading his book, 
which was about a week ago; and Mr. Crutchley 
himself has been the most struck with it. J 

He laughed anil went off, not, I believe, affronted, ■ 
but I fancy somewhat disturbedj which was more thaal 
I meant he should be, though, in fact, all I said ^fl 
believe to be strictly true ; for though, in the strangel 
composition of his character, there is a diffidence o» 
himself, the most unaffected I ever, except in Ed-n 
ward Burney, saw, — a diffidence which makes the 
misery of his life, by inducing him to believe himself , 
always de trnp, — he has yet a contempt of almost all ■ 
others, which, however free from vanity, can possibly V 
have no other spring than pride. ^ 

At dinner we had Sir Philip Oerke and Piozzi ; 
and Mr. Crutchley told me " my friend" Mr. Merlin 



" Is he my Mend ? " cried I ; "he says i/ou are his 
particular enemy ! " 

And this, Indeed, is now become our hack speech 
to Mr. Crutchley, whose supposed enmity to Merlin J 
is, indeed, a stretch of that absnrd creature's imagina-4 
tion, even more than usually ridiculous. 

When Merlin came in I gave the hint of your storyl 
about Sir Christopher Whitchcott, whom Mr, Crutchley I 
knows, and says is " one of his hunting idiots," and, 
therefore, he endeavoured to draw him into telling the I 
tale, by talking of drinking. Merlin was quiet a long I 
time, but when at last Mr. Crutcliley said, — 

" In England no man ia ever obliged to drink mora I 
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I than lie pleases!" he suddenly called out, and with a 

I most rueful face, — 

f " Oh, certainly I heg your pardon ! there is a person, 
Sir Christopher Whitchcott, which certainly does do it !" 
"Do what, Mr. Merlin?" 
" Why certainly, sir, he docs give, that is, a very 

[great reprimand, to any person that does not drink as 

I niucb as himself." 

r They then questioned him, and he gave several of 
the particulars of his disgrace ; though, heing sepa- 
rately dragged from him, they were by no means so 
divening as when von told them me. 



I 



At supper we had only Sir Philip and Mr. Crulchley. 
The conversation of the morning was then again re- 
newed. 

"Oh!" cried Mrs. Thrale, "what a smoking did 
Miss Buruey give Mr, Crutchley !" 

" A smoking, indeed !" cried he. " Never had I 
eucli a one before! Never did I think to get such a 
character ! I had no notion of it." 

"Nay, then," said I, " why should you, now?" 

" But what is all this?" cried Sir Philip, delighted 
enough at any mischief between Mr. Crntehley and 
me, or between any male and femnle, for he only wishes 
something to go forward, and thinks a quarrel or dis- 
pote next best to fondness and flirting. 

" Why, Miss Burney," answered she, " gave Mr. 
Crutchley this morning a noble trimming. I had 
always thought him very humble, but she shewed me 
my mistake, and said I bad not distinguished pride 
from vanity." 

' Oh, never was 1 so mauled in my life!" said he. 
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Enough, however, of tliis rattle, which lasted till « 
all went to bed, and which Mrs. Thrale most kindl] 
kept up, by way of rioting me fi'om thinking, anc 
which Mr. Cnitchley himself bore with the utmoBJ 
good nature, from having noticed that I wn.3 oi: 
spirits. 

MosD^y, July 2d. — In a tele-ii-tete I chanced Uj 
have witli Mr. Crulchley, he again gave me reasoi 
to recollect the notion he lately put in my liead, thaf 
he is still suffering in his own mind from some formei 
bitter disappointment. 

We were talking over Johnson's " Life of Pope,* 
and after mutually giving our opinions upon varioni 
passages, and agreeing to prefer it altogether to anj 
uther of the Lives, he asked nie if I had remarked hoK 
beautifully he had written upon Pope's fondness 1 
Patty Blount. And then he looked out the paragraph 
and read It i — 

" Their acquaintance began early ; the life of e 
was jiictured on the other's mind ; their couyersatioQj 
therefore, was endearing, for when they met there wai 
an immediate coalition of congenial notions. Perhapi 
he considered her unwillingness to approach the bed oj 
sickness, as female weakness or human frailty; perhapt 
lie was conscious to himself of peevishness and impa- 
tience, or, though he was oifended by her inattention^ 
might yet consider her merit as overbalancing her fault; 
and, if he had suffered his heart to bo alienated from 
her, he could have found nothing that might fill her' 
place; he could only have shrunk within himself; 
was too late to transfer his confidence or hia fondness.'' 

The manner in which lie read this paragraph wai 
80 strikingly tender and feeling, that it could not, 
J think, proceed merely from the words ; and whei 
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lie came to "he might consider her merit :is over- 
balancing lier tkult," he exclaimed, " How impos- 
sible that a thing one lovea cau ever for a moment 
O&eud one!" And when he had done it, he read it al! 
over again, with yet more sensibility ; and, not yet 
eatiafied, he repeated it a third time. 

Poor Mr. Criitcbley ! I begin to believe his heart 
much less stubborn than he is willing to have it 
thought; and I do now really bat little doubt either 
that some former love sits heavy upon it, or that he is 
at this moment suffering the affliction of a present and 
liopeless one : if the latter is the case, Miss ****, I 
am next to certain, is the object, I may possibly, 
however, be mistalien in both conjectures, for he is too 
unlike other people to be judged by rules that will suit 
them. 

We had much literary chat upon this occasion, which 
led us to a general discuHsiou, not only of Pope's 
Life, but of all hia works, which we tried who should 
Out-praise. He then got a book to take to Ijis favourite 
bench, and made me, aa he left the room, an apology 
the must humblp, for haWng interrupted or taken up 
any part of my time, which could not otherwise have 
but been spent better; though again, he assured me 
that he had not yet forgiven my charge against him. 

Two minutes after he came back for another book, 
and while he was seeking it Mr. Evans came in. They 
then both of them sat down to chat, and Mr, Seward was 
the subject. IVlf. Evans said he had met him the day 
be&re in the Park, with Mrs. Nesbitt and another lady, 
and tliat he was giving Mrs, Nesbitt a prescription. In 
l-his medical capacity he seems to rise daily ; 'tis a moat 
strange turn to take merely for killing ennui. ' But, 
.added to quacking both himself and his friends, lie has 
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lately, I hear, taken also to inakiug a rather too liberal 
use of his bottle, thinking, I suppose, tliat generous 
wine will destroy even the blue devils. I am really 
Borry, though, for this, as it may be attended vrlti 
serious evil to him. 

" When he was at my place," aaid Mr. Cratchley^ 
" he did himself up pretty handsomely ; he ate cherriej 
till be complained most bitterly of iudigeBtion, and hs 
poured down Madeira and Port most plentifully, but 
without relief. Then he desired to have some peppeix 
mint-water, and he drank three glasses ; still thai 
would not do, and he said he must have a large quan^ 
tity of gingei'. We had uo such thing in the housei 
However, he bad brought some, it seems, with himj 
and then he took that, but still to no purpoee. At lastj 
he desired some brandy, and tossed otT a glass of that ; 
and, after all, he asked for a dose of rhubarb. Thei 
we had to send and inquire all over the house for thil 
rhubarb, but our folks had hardly ever heard of sucl 
a thing. 1 advised him to take a good bumper of gia 
and gunpowder, for that seemed almost all he had lefl 
untried," 

[it the afternoon Mrs. Byron came; and Mri 
Crutchley, who has a violent aversion to her, noti 
witbstandiug sbe is particularly courteous to him, > 
trived, the moment he could, to make his escape, an^ 
bid himself till she was gone. 

* « * • 

Mrs. Thrale's sweetness to me is inexpressible; but 
the generosity sbe is practising at this time to Mrb| 
Perkins, whom she does not like, though she thinkK 
herself obliged to him, exalts her character yet more 
highly than her kindness to me. Every thing 
power is she doing to establish him comfortably in th« 
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brewhouse, even to the lending all her own money tliat 
is in the stocks. 

The other morning she ran hastily into my room, 
her eyes full of tears, and cried, — 

" What an extraordinary man is this Crutchley ! 
I declare he has quite melted me ! He came to me 
just now, and thinking I was uneasy I could do no 
more for Perkins, thougli he cared not himself if the 
man were drowned, he offered to lend him a thousand 
pounds, merely by way of giving pleasure to me !" 

His fondness, indeed, for Mrs, Thrale and her daugh- 
ter is the most singular I have ever seen ; he scarcely 
exists out of their sight, and holds all othei's so inferior 
to them, that total solitude seems his dearest alter- 
native to their society. Dr. Johnson, indeed, he 
honours and reveres; and myself I believe he very 
■well esteems ; but I question, ueverlheless, whether 
he would desire to see either of us but for our con- 
nexion in this house. 

When Mrs. Thrale came back, she brought with her 
Mr. Henry Smith, who dined here, as did also that 
■Tidiculous Merlin, who contrived to divert Miss Thrale 
and me with his inconceivable absurdities. 

Wednesday, June 4th. — Mrs. Thrale was obliged to 
go to town again to-day upon business with the ex- 
«eutors, and she brought liack an account of Mr. 
Crutchley that has really given me very much con- 
cern; he was very far, she says, from well, and ex- 
tremely feverish. She begged him to stay in town 
«nd have a physician, but he declared he would go 
instantly to Sunning- hill. She then asked him to 
come hither and be nursed; but that also he declined ; 
and when she urged him to take great care of hltaself^J 
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he said it was of small matter wliether he did or not, 
since he cttred not whether he lived or died, as life 
was of ]io value to him, for he had no enjoyment 
of it. 

How strauge, aad, and perverse! With evei-y jjos- 
sible means of happiness, as far as speculation reaches,, 
to be thus unaccountably miserable. He has goodness, 
understanding, benevolence, riches, and independence, 
and with all these a something is wanting without 
which they are alt as nothing. 

He acknowledged to her readily that lie was never' 
so well pleased as when at Streatham, and spoke of ita 
four inmates, Mrs. and Miss Tlirale, Dr. Johnson, and 
F. B. in terms of praise bordering upon enthusiasm; 
protestmg he believed the world contained not four 
other such folks, aud that it was a society which made 
all other insupportable. Yet, be would not be pre- 
vailed upon to come again, though he knew not, ba 
said, how he should forbear, before the week was out, 
hanging or drowning himself! 

In ten days' time, however, he is obliged to be again 
in town, in order to meet Mrs. Thi'ale at the brew- 
house, and then he expects his two sisters, of whom lie 
is excessively fond, to come from Lincolnshire on a visit 
to him of some months. His mind then will, I hope, 
be easier, and more of that hajipjness which his cha- 
racter deserves, and his situation in life offers, will be 
enjoyed by him. 

Stheatham, July 16th. — I will give you now, my 
dear girls, some little account how the world goes 
with me; but, in return, if you do not both communi- 
cate somettiing, I shall take it for the " hint of an in- 
nult," and not, like poor Merlin, proceed just the 
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same as if no such " disagre&abk cumpliiiiGut" bad 
been paid m6. 

You will believe I was not a little surprised to see 

Sacchini. He is going to the Continent with Piozzi, 

and Mrs. Thrale invited them both to spend the last 

daj at Streatham, and from hence proceed to Margate. 

Sacchiai is the mere ghost of what he was, in almost 

I eyery respect ; so altered a man in so fev,- years I never 

I should not even have known him had his 

I name not been spoken ; and the sauio ill health which 

I lias eo much impaired his person, and robbed him of 

I more beauty than any other man ever possessed, seems 

1 also to have impaired his mental faculties. He is no 

I longer pleasant now. even wlien he tries to be gay ; 

f fmd that good-breeding we so mnch admired in him 

16 degenerated into too much obsequiousness. The 

change in his circumstances, aud his continual distress 

for money, no doubt have much contributed to this 

general decadence. 

He is obliged to steal away privately, lest his cre- 
ditors should stop him. He means to try his fortune 
at Paris, where he expects to retrieve It, and then to 
return to London, and begin the world anew. 

That a man of such extraordinary merit, after so 
1 many years giving to this country such works as must 
\ immortalise Lim, should at last be forced to steal away 
i from it, made me, I must own, feel more compassion 
I for him than a man whose own misconduct has been 
I the sole occasion of his distresses has any fair claim 
But to see talents which to all the world can 
f pve Buch delight, so useless* to the owner, is truly 
I melancholy. 

I jwessed him very much to sing, and, thougli some- 
t reluctantly, he complied. He seemed both 
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lified and surprised by my civility and attention to 
Liui, wliich lie must long have observed were with- 
drawn, and Aviiicli nothing but my present pity tor 
him would linve revived. He inquired after all the 
family, and " Miss Susanne" twice, and reminded me 
of many things which had passed upon the commence- 
ment of our acquaintance wiih him — his one pea,hiB 
German story, and his Watchman and the Olives £' 
and we had much talk about sweet Millico. 

The first song he sang, beginning " En quel amabiln 
volto," you may perhaps know, but 1 did not : it is s- 
charming mezza bi'avura. He and Pioziii then sun^j 
together the duet of the "Amore Soldato;" and no- 
thing could be much more delightful; Piozzi taking 
pains to sing his very best, and 8acc)iini, with his soft 
but delicious whisper, almost thrilling me by his ex-- 
quisite and pathetic expi'ession. They then went 
through that opera, gi-eat part of " Creso," some of 
" Erifile," and much of " Rinaldo." 

Sacchini also sung " Poveri affetti miei," and moet 
divinely indeed. I be™;ed him to sing " Dov' i> a'at 
fretti per me la morta;" he could hardly recollect it, 
and what he recollected he could hardly sing; it 
required moi'e exertion than he can now use without 
pain and fatigue. I have not, however, had so mncK 
pleasure from umsic since Pacchierotti left England; 
and I am sure I shall have none like it till he again 
returns. 

# * * » » 

Streatham, August. — I fear you will think me a 
long time, my dearest Susy, without giving any sign 
of life; but your letter of yesterday, for which I much 
thank you, has given nje sufficient compunction fol^ 
my siience to cause my seizing my pen, and go back to 
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Monday, July 30th.— Mrs. Thrale rau out to meet 

e upon my return, in the court-yard ; and then we 

txpUcaled about the letters, and the coach, and so 

&rth, and, as 1 came, all went well. Theu, leading 

the way into the library, she called out, — 

Mp. Crutchley, I have got my Tyo again!" 
was somewhat surprised to find him Here, us \ 
iiad only expected him to meet the great party ihe 
next day ; but it seems he escorted his guests, Mrs. 
sod Miss Thrale, and Dr. Johnson, from Sunning- 
IliU Park on Saturday, and was not yet returned 
thither. 

is park and house, Mrs. Thrale says, are extremely 
£iie ; bis sister is a sensible and unattected woman ; lie 
^tertained them quite magnificently; and hiscbaiacter 
ig his own people, and in his own neiglibouvliood, 
is so high, that she has left his place with double th« 
eateem, if possible, that she entered it. He is indeed, 
1 believe sincerely, one of the worthiest and most 
ible creatures in the world, however full of spleen, 
oddities, and minor foibles, 

# * * # • 

In the afternoon we had walking and music; and 
in the evening my father and Mrs. Thrale seated 
'tbemnelves out of doors, just before the Blue-ioom 
i-windows, for coolth and chat; and then Mr. Crutchley 
e up to me, and we had a veiy long conversation 
together. 

have not time to scribble it all; but it began by 
talking of the late party at his house at Sunnlng-hill ; 
and 1 told him — for I believed nothing could give him 
greater pleasure — how well satisfied Mrs. and Miss 
Thrale had returned from it. And then he said how 
high an honour he had thought it, both from ihem M\tL 
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from Di'. Jolinson, and added, that he liad never bee 
happier in his life than during these two days. 

But as he has uever forgotten, and never, I belie\ 
will forget, the conrersation I liad with him so Ion) 
ago about Lis pride, and to which he has alludel 
twenty times a-day every time I have since been in Iii 
company, so now, though Low I do not remember, ] 
presently, and quite naturally, according to castoin 
reetirred to it. 

" Well," cried I, " 1 can really hardly tell myse 
what made me say all that stutf to you ; but t' 
i must own, had I then doubted its justice, 1 shot 
not now, it dwells so with you ! " 

"Oh, but," cried he, "it does not dwell with i 
irom consciousness, but only because 1 am afraid i 
must be true, as ^ou say it; for 1 take it for granta 
you know, and must be right." 

" No, no," cried 1, " 'tis merely from feeling it. 
1 had said you were very mean, illiberal, ill-natured 
you would never have thought of it again." 

"Oh, yes, 1 should — I should have thought yeM 
knew what you said." 

" No, I beg your pardon ; you would have known i 
was a mere jest, and have thought of it no more thi 
if I bad said you were but three feet high, and kept I 
cobbler's stall." 

"But you could not have said that," answered hQ 
laughing, " or if you could, you would not." 

"The other, however," said I, "comes home, and 
therefore you tiiink bo much of it." 

" I hope," said he, very seriously, "you have m'lm 
taken me." 

'■ Nay," cried I, a little shocked at the unexpectoi 
impression my casual and unpremeditated lecture hiM 
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made, " you luust remember I told you at tlie Eume 
time, tbat, though what I said I thought, I did not eay 
all I thought." 

'But all," cried he, "that remains behind, I take 
it for granted is so much worse," 

This was a net — but I sfiw it ; 90 it was spread 111 
««iii. 

" My liking to live so much alone," continued he, 
" Trhich is, perhaps, what seems proud, proceeds 
snerely from the great difficulty there is to meet with 
*ny society that is good." 

"But that difficulty," quoth I, "is a part of the 
pride ; were you less fastidious, you would find society 
•s other people find it," 

" Nay, now," said he, " but even about horses I am 
bot proud," [you must k;now he is very curious about 
bis horses] " for I care not what looking horse I have ; 
S never think of his appearance, nor mind if half the 
people I meet think huw ill I am mounted." 

' Yes," returned I, " provided those who are judges 
Icnew him to be good," 

' Why, yes ; I should not choose to ride a horse 
that people who knew any thing of the matter would 
«ttll a bad one." 

'*Ah!" cried I, reproachfully, "and this is not 
^de ! " 

This, again, was coming home, and he had little to 
answer, but said, in a laughing way,— 

' Now I'll tell you when I can be happy euougli : 
when 1 have nobody at all at my place but workmen ; 
iMoid then I niggle after them up and down, and say to 
myself — Well, I think I am somewhat better than 
these!" 

" How ridiculous !" cried 1 ; " but such speeches as 
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these, instead of proving your liumility, are so absui 
and overstrained, they pass literally for nothing." 

Miss 'Fhrale went away to have her hair dressed 
and I stayed in the library reading, Mr. Crutchley 
in about half an hour, returned there again, saying, — • 

" So, I have prevailed upon Miss Thrale at 1: 
go and apend her time better?" 

" She 's gone," said I, " to have her hair dress 
that is better." 

" I suppose it is what she likes," answered he, " Ii 
that a long business with you ladies T' 

" O yes, terribly longl I only wish all our hair v 
combed as straight as yours was some time ago, fright 
ful as I thought it." 

We afterwards talked of my father, whom he know 
but vei7 slightly; he said of him, however, thing 
more pleasing for me to hear than any other upon an] 
subject in the world would have been ; for he told i 
he never saw any man be thought more likely to livi 
long than Dr. Burney. 

" He is strong-built," said he, "stout, and well-knit 
I looked at him particularly, and never saw an appear 
anee of more true muscular strength, unencumheret 
with flesh ; for flesh and bulk have nothing to di 
with strength. I dare say he will be a very loi^ 
liver." 

"And what may contribute to that," said I, "wil 
be the equanimity of his temper ; for, with all hi^ 
gaiety and sprightliness, he has more patience, 
evea cheerfulness, than any body in the world. And 
he is one of those who makes no distresses for binjself^ 
and those he meets with, whether he will or not, ha 
drives away as soon as he possibly can." 
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I am not sui-e I did uot mean this rather pointediy ; 
and 80, 1 believe, he took it, for Le exclaimed, — 

" How unlike me ! / make every thing a woe !" 

"That is nothing," cried I, " but the want of real 
fivils. Imaginary woes always follow people who have 
no other.'' 

"Imaginary woes! Good Heaven I" he repeated, 
half between his teeth. 

A servant at the same time coming in to announce 
his phaeton, he then hoped I should keep well till he 
iiad the pleasure of seeing me again, and went away. 

I have some notion he is half inclined to tell me all 
Jiis affairs ; for, whenever we are alone together, he 
almost constantly leads to some subject that draws out 
melancholy hints of his unhappiness, though in com- 
pany he always pretends to laugh at all feeling, and 
despise all misfortune. Could I do him any possible 
service, I should be sincerely glad ; but as that is very 
improbable, 1 thiuk such a confidence better avoided 
than sought. 

At dinner we had a large party of old friends of Mrs. 
Thrale. Lady Frances Burgoyne, a mighty erect old. 
lady of the last age, lofty, ceremonious, stiff, and con- 
descending. 

Montague Burgoyne, her son, and as like any other 
son as ever you saw. 

Mrs. Burgoyne, his wife, a sweet, pretty, innocent, 
simple young girl, just married to him. 

Miss Burgoyne, his eldest sister, a good, sensible, 
prating old maid. 

Miss Kitty Burgoyne, a younger sister, equally prat- 
ing, and not equally sensible. 

Mr. Ned Hervey, brother to the bride. 

To these were added Mr. Pepys and Sophy Streat- 
roL. 11. G 
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field ; the former as entertaiuing, the latter as beautiful, 
as ever. We had a very good day, but not of a writing 
sort. 

Dr. Johnson, whom I had not seen since his Sunning- 
hill expedition, as he only returned from town to-day, 
gave me almost all hia attention, which made me of no 
little conse(|uence to the Burgoynes, who all stared 
amain when they saw him make u[t to me the moment 
1 entered the room, and talk to me till summoned to 
dinner. 

Mr. Pepys had desired this meeting, by way of a 
sort of reconciliation after the Lyttelton quarrel ; and 
Dr. Johnson now made amends for his former vio- 
lence, as he advanced to liim as soon as he came in, 
and holding out his hand to him, received him with a 
cordiality he had never shewn him before. Indeed, 
he told me himself, that " he thought the better of 
Mr. Pepys for all that had passed." He is as great_j 
u smiled man as a bodied one, and, were he less furioui 
in his passions, he would be demi-divine. 

Mr. Pepys also behaved extremely well, politely 

tasting aside all reserve or coldness that might he 

iittribiited to a lurking ill-will for what bad passed. 

***** 

SteE-Vtiiam. — My poor journal is now so in arrears, 
that I forget wholly the date of what I sent you last. 
I have, however, minutes by me of tilings, though, 
not of times, and, therefore, the chronology not being 
very important, take them, my dear girls, promiscu- 
ftiisiy. I am still, I know, in August, et voila tout. 

We have now a new character added to our set, and 
«ue of no small diversion, — Mr. Musgrave, an Irish.. 
!;entleman of fortune, and member of the Irish Parlia- 
went. He is tall, thin, and agreeable in his face and 



(figure ; is reckoned a good scholar, has travelled, and 
"been very well educated. His manners are impetuous 
and abrupt; his language is high-flown and hyperbo- 
lical; his sentiments are romantic and tender; his 
heart is warm and generous ; his head hot and wrong ! 
And the whole of his conversation is a mixture the 
most tmcommon, of knowledge and triteness, simplicity 
and fury, literature and folly! 
Keep this character in your mind, and, contradictory 
as it seems, I will give you, from time to time, such 
spedmens as shall remind you of each of these six 
epithets. 

He was introduced into this house hy Mr. Seward, 
with whom, and Mr. Graves of Worcester, he travelled 
into Italy : and some years ago he was extremely 
intimate here. But, before my acquaintance was made 
at Streatham, he had returned to Ireland; where, 
about a year since, he married Miss Cavendish, They 
are now, by mutual consent, parted. She is gone to a 
sister in France, and he is come to spend some time 
1 England by way of diverting his chagrin. 
Mrs. Thrale who, though open-eyed enough to his 
B 'absurdities, thinks well of the goodness of his heart, 
Klias a real regard for him ; and he quite adores her, 
Ksnd quite worships Dr. Johnson — frequently declaring 
X(for what he once says, he says continually), that he 
vrotild spill his blood for him, — or clean his shoes, — or 
I go to the East Indies to do him any good! " I am 
■ never," says he, " afraid of him; none but a fool or a 
Togue has any need to be afraid of him. What a fine 
old lion (looking up at his picture) he is ! Oh ! I love 
him, — I honour him, — I reverence him! I would 
I iilack his shoes for him. 1 wish i could give him my 
I night's sleep!" 
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person present for advice how he will take such or sue] 
a question. 

At night he left us, and Mr. Crutchley arrived 
who came to spend two or three days, as usual. Si 
Philip Gierke also was here ; but I have no time noi 
to write any account of what passed, e.<£cept that 1 mus 
and ought to mention that Mr. Crutchley, in the pr« 
sence of Sir Philip, is always more respectful to i 
than at any other time; indeed, only then, for li( 
troubles not himself with too much ceremony. But 
believe he does this fj-om a real delicacy of miud, b 
way of marking still more strongly it was the raillery 
not the object of it, be was so strangely piqued about. 

But I told you I thought I hud secured his nevQ) 
more mentioning my charge of his pride. There I v 
mistaken, as, for his life, he cannot forbear. The da; 
he ended his visit. Sir Philip also ended his, havix 
only come- from Hampshire for a few days ; and, ae 
wanted much to go down and see my sister, Mrs 
Thrale ordered her coach, and took us all thith^ 
herself. 

In our way Mr. Crutchley, who was in uncommo) 
spirits, took it in his head to sing the praises of wine, 
(though no man drinks less) and afterwards of smok; 
ing; Mi's. Thrale all the time combating all he said. 
Sir Philip oidy laughing, and I, I suppose, making 
faces. At last he called out, — 

" Look at Miss Burney, how she sits wondering 
my impudence ! " 

He expected, I fancy, I should contradict this ; but 
not a word did I say : so then, with a little depit, hej 
added, — 

" I suppose, now, I shall have impudence added to 
the — the vanity you gave my character before," 
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This mistake I am pretty sure was a wilful one, 
\jy way of passing for only slightly remembering tlte 
accusation. 

" Vanity ! " cried I ; " when did I charge you with 
"vanity ?" 

"Well, what was it then? — pride!" 

I said nothing ; neither choosing to confirm what he 
Las taken so seriously to heart, nor to contradict what 
I think as strongly as ever. 

" Pride and Impudence!" continued he, with a look 
at once saucy and mortified — "a pretty composition, 
upon my life ! " 

" Nay, nay," said I, " this is an addition of your 
own. I am sure I never called, or thought, you 
impudent," 

It would be strange if I had ; for, on the contrary, 
be is an actual male prude ! 

" No, no ; she gave you nothing but the pride," 
said Mrs. Thrale, " she left all the vanity for me! 
Saucy that she is! So you have, at least, the higher 
fault ; for vanity is mucli the meaner of the two. Lord 
Bacon says, ' A beggar of bread is a better man than a 
beggar of a bow ; for the bread is of more worth.' So 
see if you are not best off," 

"Me best off!" cried he — "no, indeed; MissBurney 
thinks better of vanity than pride, by her giving one 
to you and t' other to me." 

To this, again, 1 would not speak ; for I could not 
well without a new argument, and the old one is so 
long remembered that I am determined to have no 
more. 

" If Mbs Bumey," said he presently, " thought as 
well of me as of you, I believe I should have reason to 
be very well contented. Should not IV 
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" As well of you as of me !" cried Mrs. Thrale 
" why, if ever I heard such a speecli! No, indeed, 
hope not ! 1 have always heard Jier called a xery wise, 
girl!" 



Mr3. Thrale set me down at home, and I ran to dear 
Etty's, and saw and kissed her and her dear baby, 
and promised to return to town soon to spend a week 
with her. Mrs. T. called for me again at three o'clock, 
and I returned to Streatham, and I spent two dayi 
with only ourselves ; — c'est a dire, Mrs. and Miss T. and 
Dr. Johnson, who is so earnest to have me here always, 
that I assure you we know not how to break to him n 
intended week's absence ! You may laugh if yoa 
please, but I can tell you my importance with bint 
seems coQtinually increasing. And, seriously, I an 
sure my gratitude for his kindness goes on crescendo, 1 
the sa 



Well — it was, I think, Saturday, Augubt 25Tff, 
that Mrs. Thrale brought me back. But first, we wen- 
together to see Sir Joshua's pictures, which is alwayi 
a feast to lue, and afterwards to see Pine's, where ii 
one of Mrs. Thrale herself; not like, I think, but i 
mighty elegant portrait. We then took up Mr, 
Crutchley, who had come to bis town-house upoi 
business, and who accompanied us thither for a visit o 
three days. 

In the evening Mr. Seward also came. He faa 
been making the western tour, and gave us, with ) 
seriousness that kept me continually grinning, 9om< 
account of a doctor, apothecary, or chemist, belonginj 
to every town at which he had stopped. And whei 
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•we all laughed at his thus following up the faculty, he 
undauntedly said, — 

" I think it the best way to get information ; I 
know no better method to learn what is going forward 
any where than to send for the chief physician of the 
place ; so [ commonly consult him the first day I stop 
at a place, and ■when I have fee'd him, and made 
scqtiaintance, he puts me in a ifay to find out what is 
worth looking at." 

A most curious mode of picking np a cicerone ! 

After this, still pursuing his favourite topic, he began 
to inquire into the particulars of Mr, Crutchley'a late 
illness ; but that gentleman, who is as much in the 
"opposite extreme, of disdaining even any decent care of 
llimself, as Mr. Seward is in the other, of devoting 
almost all his thoughts to his health, cut the matter 
Very short, and would not talk upon it at all. 

" But, if 1 had known sooner," said Mr. Seward, 
"that you were ill, I should have come to see you." 

"Should yon?" cried Mr. Crutchley, with a loud 
lai^h; "very kind, indeed! — it would have been 
charming to see you when I am ill, when I am afraid 
lof undertaking you even when well!" 

Some time after Sophy Streatfield was talked of, — 
■ Oh, with how much impertinence ! as if she was at the 
acrvice of any man who would make proposals to her ! 
"Yet Mr. Seward spoke of her with praise and tender- 
sesG all the time, as if, though firmly of this opinion, he 
was warmly her admirer. From such admirers and 
' Mch admiration Heaven guard me ! Mr. Crutchley 
I said but little ; hut that little was bitter enough. 

*' However," said Mr. Seward, " after all that can 
be said, there is nobody whose manners are more 
tngngitig, nobody more amiable than the Vi.tt.lft ftu-^\i-^'v 
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and sbe is certainly very pretty ; I must own I hare 
always been afraid to tnist myself with her." 

Here Mr. Crutchley looked very sneeringly. 

" Nay, 'squire," cried Mr. Seward, " she is very 
dangerous, I can tell you ; and if she had you at a fair 
trial, she would make an impression that would soften 
even your hard heart." 

" No need of any further trial," answered he, laugh- 
ing, " for she has done that already ; and so soft was 
the impression that it is absolutely al! dissolved! — 
melted quite away, and not a trace of it left ! " 

Mr. Seward then proposed that she should marry 
Sir John Miller, who has just lost his wife; and very 
gravely said, he had a great mind to set out for Tun- 
bridge, and carry her with him to Bath, and so make 
the match without delay ! 

" But surely," said Mrs. Thrale, " if you fail, you 
will think yourself bound in honour to marry her 
yourself?" 

"Why, that's the thing," said he; "no, I can't 
take the little Sophy myself; 1 should have too many 
rivals; no, that won't do." 

How abominably conceited and sutc these prerty 
gentlemen are! However, Mr. Crutchley here made a 
speech that half won my heart. 

" 1 wish," said he, " Miss Slreatfield was here at 
this moment to cutF you, Seward ! " 

"Cuff me!" cried he. " What, the little Sophy! — 
and why?" 

" For disposing of her so freely, I think a man 
deserves to be cuffed for saying ant/ lady will marry 
him." 

I seconded this speech with much approbation. 

Mr. Crutchley then told us of a painter, with whom 
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be is well acquaiuted, and to whom he has been very 
kind, that professes the art of discovering mora/ che- 
ers from written ones ; and he told us that if we 
Vould write something, he would carry the paper to 
the man, and bring us word what he had said of us 
rithout letting him know who we were. 

Mrs. Thrale immediately started up and wrote in a 
Kry fine hand, — 

' The character of the writer of this is earnestly 
desired." 

Mr. Seward was called upon next, and proposed 
adding, — 

" The greatest secrecy must he depended upon." 

But I objected to this mode, because such sentences 
might help the conjuror to our characters without 
nuch assistance ; whereas, he ought to decipher them 
merely from tlie hand- writing. 

Mr. Crutchley then proposed that we sliould take 
lome book, and each of us write two lines, and thea 
Sie man could have nothing to judge by but our 
l^eral scrawls. 

"Wisely said," cried Mrs. Thrale; " for judgment 
IJr. Crutchley excels us all." 

We took, therefore, Mr. Crabbe's " Library," and 
Are. Thrale, Mr, Seward, Miss Thrale, and myself. 
Copied two lines each. Mr. Crutchley put the paper 
a bis pocket, and promised to bring us an account of 
tnrselvcs on Monday. 1 charged him repeatedly to he 
^ry honourable, and not make characters of us himself, 
ind then pretend to pass thera off for this painter's. 
(Then I give you the characters, you must judge your- 
idf whether he was faithful, or only, as 1 told him 1 
Ixpected he would, took the opportunity to give us all 
I smoking. 
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SusDAT. — To these two gentlemen was added 
third, — Mr. Miisgravc. I did not see him till we al 
met in the diuner-parloup; and then he immediatelj 
addressed me with so vociferous a rapidity that I conld 
not catch above one word in ten of what he said ; bu( 
I found his purport was to tell me lie had been at 
Worcester, where he had seen my uncle, and seen 
divers of Edward's pcrfonnances, and he very warmlj 
declared he would make a very great and capita] 
painter; and, in the midst of this oration, Mr. Sewftrj 
Tery dryly called out, — 

" Pray, Musgrave, whom are you talking of?" 

" Hep cousin," cried he, with the same t 
" Miss Barney's cousin, I assure you he will he e 
great a painter that "' 

" Why, when and where," interrupted Mr. Seward, 
" are these Bunieys to stop ?" 

" Nowhere," said Mrs. Thrale, " till they are tired: 
for they go on just as long as they please, and do wh* 
they please, and are what they please." 

" Here, ma'am, is a mark of their power andgenins,* 
said Mr. Musgrave, pointing to me; "and I assure 
you this young man is another. And when I told ol( 
Mr. Burney 1 thought so, I assure you I thought h( 
would have wrung my arm out of joint." 

'^Old Mr. Burney!" said Mrs. Thrale; " praf. 
do you call our young Doctor's brother old Mri 
Burney?" 

" Oh, ma'am, I assure you I have the greatest re 
3pect for him in the world ; he is a worthy old gentle- 
man, I assure you. He and I shook hands together foif 
a rjuarter of an hour, lie was vastly pleased. I toU 
him his son would be a great painter. And, indeed, 
so he will. He'll be ([uite at the head," 
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" Ay, how should he be Miss Burney's cousin else*" 
Mid Mrs. Thrale. 

" Miss Eumey will be so elated," said Mr. Seward, 
" if you go ou thus mth all her family, that ahe will 
not coudescend to take notice of ue." 

" Oh, yes, she will," said the literal Mr. Musgrave ; 
" where there ia true merit there is always modesty. 
JVIiss Buriiey may hear praise without danger." 

I called for water, munched bread, and did what I 
coald to pass the time ; but though Mr. Musgrave 
nude ine laugh, I fouud it pretty warm work to sit 
all this. 

In the evening, Mr. Seward, who plays off Mr. Mus- 
grave most unmercifully, called out to him, — 

" Musgrave, how goes on your play?" 

" My play, sir!" cried he, a little alarmed; "sir, 
I assure you I have not thought about it." 

"No! — why, I suppose you would have finished it 
in your last fit of sickness. Do, Musgrave, pray go 
oa with it wlien you are tied by the heel next. We '11 
get Miss Burney to write a prologue for it." 

" Miss Burney will do me a great deal of honour," 
e^d he, not suspecting he was laughed at, " if she 
will be so good as to look at it." 

" And pray," cried Mr. Seward, " what do you 
call it?" 

" Oh, I shall beg the favour of Miss Burney to 
name it." 

He then told us the plan and story of this comedy, 
which was so trite, and yet sojlaming, that I cannot 
imagine how any man can have read so much to so 
little advantage as to suppose it could be listened to. 

Mr. Seward, however, pioteets he has altered it 
from what he originally intended ; and no great mis- 
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chief, I tliink, eould any alteration do to sucli a plaa 
as Mr. Seward says he had iirst formed, which was to 
make a bishop be discovered by his own chaplain in 
a house of ill-fame ! a dmouement he had devised for 
the purpose of making tlie bishop come down with bis 
money and eouBcnt for the marriage of his daughter, 
the heroine of the piece, with the man of ber choice ! 

Monday. — We were to have Mr. Cator and other 
company to dinner; and all breakfast Mr, Seward 
kept plaguing poor Mr. Musgrave, who is an incessant 
talker, about the difficulty he would have in making 
his part good with Mr. Cator, who, he assured him, 
would out-talk him if he did not take care. And Mr. 
Cmtchley recommended to him to " wait for a sneeze," 
in order to put in ; so that he was almost rallied into 
a passion, though, being very good-natured, he made 
light of it, and it blew over. 

Our company was Mr, and Mrs. Cator, Mrs, BjTon 
and her daughter Augusta, Mr. Jenkiuson, Mr, Lewis, 
a fiiend who is on a visit at his house, and the three 
gentlemen already here, 

Mr. Crutcliley rode to town in the morning, and 
told us at dinner that ho had been to the painter's for 
our oliai'acters, but refused to let us know what the^ 
were ; only telling us in general that Miss Thrale had 
fared the worst. 

"I have written it all down," cried be; "and oh J 
what a noble trimming is there for Queeny !" 

"And pray," cried she, "bow has Miss Bumey 
fared]" 

"Oh! pretty well." 

" And Seward ?■' 

"Why pretty well, too." 

■'And mv mother?" 
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■ •' Why ill — very ill; — but not so ill as you." 

I " Upon my word ! And what, pray, lias lie said 
Bof me T" 

■ "I have all the particulars upon a, paper in my 
■pocket." 

I I plagued hira, however, without ceasing till he told 

fene all the ilews ; which were — 

I Of Mrs. TJirale : That she was very unsteady in her 

Mfiections, a great lover of pleasure, and had no dis- 

■like to living in the country, 

M ***** # 

I Of Mr. Setvard: That he was a man quite without 

^genius, and that all the accomplishments he possessed 

■resulted from labour and application. 

w Of tne : That I was very steady, very apt to be 

■sullen, grave myself, but fond of those who were gay. 

H I think I did come pretty well off, considering the 

■villanous things said of the rest; but I battled with 

■liim warmly the character of Mr, Seward, which his 

■'{sailing " pretty well" was very unjust, as he has really 

■more original wit and humour than one man in five 

I hundred. 

I In the middle of dinner I was seized with a violent 

I laughing fit, by seeing Mr, Musgrave, who had sat 

I 'quite silent, turn very solemnly to Mr. Seward and 

■'Say, in a reproachful tone, — 

■ " Seward, you said I should be fighting to talk all 
nhe talk, and here I have not spoke once." 

■ "Well, sir," cried Mr. Seward, nodding at him, 
B"why don't you put in ?" 

I "Why, I lost an opportunity just now, when Mr. 
BCator talked oi climates; I had something I could have 
Beaid about them very well." 

■ After this, howeverj he made himself amends ; for 
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wheo wc left the men to their wine, he began Huch a 
violent dispute with Mr, Cator, that Mr. JeDklnson 
and Mr. CrutcMey left the field of battle, and went 
out to join the ladies iu their walk round the grounds ; 
and that breaking up the party, the rest soon fol- 
lowed. 

By the way, I Iiappened not to walk myself, which 
was most ludicrously noticed by Mr. Musgrave; who, 
while we were at tea, suddenly crossed the circle ta 
come up to me, and eay, — 

" You did not walk, Mias BurneyT' 

"No, sir." 

" Very much in the right — very much in the right, 
indeed ! You were studying ? Oh, very right ! never 
lose a moment! Such an understanding as yours it. 
would be a shame to neglect ; it ought to be cultivated, 
every moment." 

And then he hnrried back to bis seat. 

In the evening, when all the company was gone but 
our three gentlemen, Seward, Crutcbley, and Mus- 
grave, we took a walk round tbe grounds by m 
light; and Mr. Musgrave started with rapture at the 
appearance of the moon, now full, now cloudy, no' 
clear, now obscured, every three yards we moved. 

We liave had some exira diversion from two queer 
letters. The first of these was to Dr. Johnson, dated from 
the Orkneys, and costing him Is. 6d, Tbe contents were, 
to beg the Doctor's advice and counsel upon a very 
embarrassing matter ; the writer, who signs his name 
and place of abode, says he is a clergyman, and labours 
under a most pecaliar misfortune, for which he can give 
no account ; and which is, — that though he very often 
writes letters to his fcjeiids and others, he never gets 
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any auswers ; he entreats, therefore, that Dr. Johnson 
will take this into consideration, anil explain to him 
to what so strange a thing may he attributed. 

He then givea his direction. 

The other of these curious letters is to myself; it 
is written upon fine French-glazed and gilt paper. 

'^ Miss F. Burney, 

"At Ladij Thruie's, 

" Sireatham, Surrey. 
"Madam, — I lately have read the three elegant 
volumes of ' Evelina," which were penned by you ; and 
am desired by my friends, which are very numerous, 
to entreat the favour of you to oblige the public with 
a fourth- 

" Now, if this desire of mine should meet with your 
approbation, and you will honour the public with 
another volume (for it will not be ill-bestowed time)* 
it will greatly add to the happiness of, 

" Honoured madam, a sincere admirer 

" Of you and ' Evelina.'" 
"Snow IIUl. 

Now don't our two epistles vie well with each other 

for singular absurdity? Which of them shews least 

meaning, who can tell? This is the third queer 

anonymous letter ! have been favoured with. The date 

' is more curious than the contents ; one would think 

\ the people on Snow Hill might think three volumes 

[ enough for what they are the better, and not desire a 

I fourth to celebrate more Smiths and Branghtons. 

MoKCAY, Sept. 3d. — Our solitude was interrupted 
l»ya visit from Mr. Crutehley, which aiforded me, as 
L nsDal, subject-matter of debate upon his never-ending 
I oddities. Take the following patterns: — 
^^ yoL, If. a J 
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My dear Mrs. Thrale had been ill of a rash for some 
d^s, though not confined, and Sir Richard Jebb came 
this evening to see her. He stayed and drank tea 
with ns, and was, as to tiie he always is, very agree- 
able. After having written for Mrs. Tlirale and given 
her his general directions, he charged lier very ear- 
nestly not to suffer her spirits to be agitated, and to 
be very careful to keep quiet. 

When lie was gone, she repeated this in laugbing, 
and said, " I suppose he meant I should not put my- 
self in a Welsh passion, and flame and spit." 

" Nay, nay," cried Mr. Cratchley, " that you do all 
day long." 

"What!" oried she, going out of the room, and not 
well hearing him, while I turned round to laugh at his 
asfiui-ance. 

"Why Miss Burney," answered he, "says you 
always spit." 

" I !" cried I, amazed. " W^hen did I say so?" 

"Why, just this moment." 

"Mercy!" cried Miss Thrale, "that is too bad!" 

"Nay, she said it, I'll swear t" said he, veiy coolly. 

1 only turned up my eyes at him, and Miss Thrale 
followed her mother out of the room. 

"W^cll, now," said he, very gravely, "did you say 
it, or did you not?" 

"Why not, to be sure!" returned I, staring at bis 
effrontery. 

" You did not say it?" 

" JVo ; you kuow I did not." 

' Nay, I doii"t know for the icords, but you looked it, 
1 am sure, and that 's the same. 1 always hold it ex- 
actly the same. I see, indeed, no difference betweea 
asy'mg and looking." 
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" Yes, but I did not look it ; my look was ouly at 
I jon, and marvelling; at i/our saying it." 

' Nay, but yon know very well that she does spit." 

' No, indeed, 1 don't ; or if 1 do, I know also, 
RVd very certainly, tbat it is only when she is pro- 
I ▼oked." 

' Yes, yes ; nobody, 1 suppose, does it wflprotoked ; 
but what will provoke one will not provoke another j 
[ that is all the real difference." 

i had no time to answer this, as the dear spitter 
j returned; but I was all amazement at hia persisting 
I in sncli an attack, and insiating that I was of the Bame 
[ xnind. 

At dinner. Dr. Johnson returned, and Mr. Musgrave 
came with him. I did not see them till dinner waa 
upon the table ; and then Dr. Johnson, more in earnest 
than irr jest, reproached me with not coming to meet 
him, and afterwards with not speaking to him, which, 
by the way, across a large table, and before company, 
1 could not do, were I to he reproached ever so so- 
lemnly. It is requisite to speak so loud in order fo 
be heard by him, and every hody listens so attentively 
for his reply, that not all his kindness will ever, I 
hdieve, embolden me to discourse with him willingly 
except tete-a-tvte, or only with bis family or my own. 

Mr. Crutchley, who has more odd spite in him thaa 
all the rest of the world put together, enjoyed this call 
upon me, at which Mr. Musgrave no less wondered ! 
He seemed to think it an honour that raised me to 
the highest pinnacle of glory, and started, and lifted 
up his hands in profound admiration. 

This, you may imagine, was no great inducement to 
me to talk more ; and when in the evemngwe aM-ov«.\. 
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itgaiu in the library. Dr. Jolinson still continuing bis 
accusation, and vowing I cared iiotbing for him, to get 
ridof ibe matter, and the grinning of Mr. Cnitchley, 
and the theatrical staring of Mr. Musgrare, I pro- 
posed to Miss 'ill rale, as soon as tea was over, a walk, 
round the grounds. 

The nest morning, the instant I entered the library 
at breakfast- time, where nobody was yet assembled 
but Messrs. Musgravt: and Crutchley, the former ran 
u}> to me the moment 1 opened the door with a large 
folio in his hand, calling out, — 

" See here. Miss Bnrney, you know whM I said 
about the Racks " 

" The what, sir I" cried I, having forgot it all. 

"Why the Racks; and here you see is the very 
same account. I must shew it to the Doctor pre- 
sently; the old lion hardly believed it." 

He then read to me I know not how niucb stuff, not 
a word of which could I understand, because Mr. 
Crutcliley sat laughing slyly, and casting up his eyes 
exactly before me, though unseen by Mr. Musgrave. 

As soon as I got away from him, and walked on to 
the other end of the room, Mr. Crutchley followed 
me, and said, — 

" You went to bed too soon last night; you should 
have stayed a little longer, and then you would have 
heard such a panegyric as never before was spoken," 

" So I suppose," quoth I, not knowing what he 
drove at. 

"Oh, yea!" cried Mr. Musgrave, "Dr. Johnson 
pronounced such a pauegjric upon Miss Burney as 
would quite have intoxicated any body else ; not /ler, 
indeed, for she can bear it, but nobody else could." 

" Oh ! such praise," said Mr. Crutchley, " never 



did I hear before. It Kopt,-^ awake, even iiic, after 
eleven o'clock, when iiothihg'tls&. could, — poor drowsy 
wretch ihat I am!" '•■■.■''■ 

They then both ran on praisin(j..lhiB praise (« qui 
mieux mievx), and trying which should.-'distract me 
most with cariosity to hear it ; but I kno* MnCrutch- 
ley holds all panegyric in puch infinite con'retirpi and 
ridicule, that I felt nothing but mortification in f mjiti^, 
he had been an auditor to my dear Dr. Johnson's |Jar;'' 

tiBii^. 

*' Woe to him," cried he at last, " of whom no one 
speaks ill! Woe, therefore, to you in this house, i 
&m sure!" 

"No, no," cried I, " yo«, I believe, will save me 
from tfiat woe," 

In the midat of this business entered Miss Thrale. 
Mr, Musgrave, instantly flying up to her with the 
folio, exclaimed, " See, Miss Thrale, here's all that 
about the origin of Racks, that " 

"Of what?" cried she. "Of rats'/" 

This set us all grinning; but Mr. Crufehley, who 
had pretty well recovered his spirits, would not rest a 
moment from plaguing me about this praise, and began 
immediately to tell Miss Thrale what an oration had 
been made the preceding evening. 

The moment Mrs. Thrale came in, all this was 
again repeated, Mr. Musgrave almost blessing himself 
with admiration while he talked of it, and Mr, Crutch- 
ley keeping me iu a perpetual fidget, by never suffering 
the subject to drop. 

When they had both exhausted all they had to say 
iu a general manner of this eloge, and Dr. Johnson's 
fondness for me, for a little while we' were allowed to 
rest; but scarce had I time to even hope the moXtot 
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would be dropped, wht;iv'*MiV, Crutchley Bald to Mr. 
MuBgrare, — ..." ■ •. ■ 

" Well, sir, buLTyTC.Ve have paved ihe way, 1 think 
you might as w«n.go~on." 

" Yes," Boid Miss Thrale, never backward in pro- 

inoting''<an58ttief, " methinks you might now discloee 

Bomi }^-the particulars." 

.._ '.''-Ay, do," said Mr. Crutchley, " pray repeat what 

/■file* said." 

" Oh ! it is not in my power," cried Mr. Musgrave; 
" 1 have not the Doctor's eloquence. However, as well 
as 1 can remember, I will do it. He said that her 
manners were extraordinarily pleasing, and her laa- I 
guage remarkably elegant ; that she had as much virtue' I 
of mind as knowledge of the world ; that with all lier I 
skill in human nature, she was at the same time as 1 
pure a little creature " 

This jihrase, most comfortably to me, helped us to 
8 laugh, and carried off in something like a joke 
praise that almost carried me off, from very shame not 
better to deserve it. 

"Go on, go on!" cried Mr. Crutchley; "you have 
not said half." 

" I am sensible of that," said he, very solemnly; 
*' but it really is not in my power to do him justice, 
else I would say on, for Miss Burney I know would 
not be intoxicated." 

"No, no; more, more," cried that tiresome crea- 
ture; "at it again." 

" Indeed, sir ; and upon my word I would if I 
could ; but only himself can do the old lion jus- 
tice." 

" 'And what light is," cried Mrs. Thrale, " 'tis only 
Ji^Jit can shew.' However, let him love her as much a 
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he will, he will never love her half enough, for he 
knows not half how good she is," 

"Upon my word!" cried Miss Thrale, droUy; "do 
you think I siia'n't take some sly opportuuity to poison. 
you 1" 

•■Miss Burney wants no incentive to virtue," said 
Mr. Muggrave, " or else, to any body else such a cIiB- 
r%cteT as Dr. Johnson has given her would be enough 
to stimulate her to it." 

Ay, thought I, that is the beat way for me — to take 
all this in sober seriousness. And I assure you, though 
I tried to laugh all this off as if I did not believe it, 
I knew so well his readiness and pleasure in speaking 
highly of me, that I was inwardly quite melted by his 
kindness, and my sense of the honour I receive from it. 

We bad half done breakfast before he came down ; 
be then complained he bad had a bad night and was 
not well. 

" I could not sleep," said he, laughing ; " no, not 
a wink, for thinking of Miss Burney; her cruelty de- 
stroys my rest." 

" Mercy, sir !" cried Mrs. Thrale ; " what, beginning 
again already? — why, we shall all assassinate her. 
lAte at night, and early at morn, — no wonder you 
can't sleep!" 

"Ob! what would I give," cried he, "that Miss 
Burney would come and tell me stories all night long! 
—if she would but come and talk to me ! " 

"That would be delightful, indeed!" said I; "but 
irhen, then, should I sleep?" 

" Oh, that 's your care ! I should be happy enough 
in keeping you awake." 

" I wish, sir," cried Mr. Musgrave, with vehemence^ 
" I could give you my own night's sleep!" 
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•' I Houlil have you," continued Dr. Jotinson to 
(taking no notice of this flight), "come and talk to 
me of Mr. Smith, and then tell me stories of old 
Branghton, and then of liis son, and then of your 
eea-captain." 

"And pray, sir," cried Mrs. Thrale, "don't forget- 
Lady Louisa, for 1 shall break my heart if yOu do." 

"Ay," answered he, "and of Lady Louisa, and. of 
Evtlina herself as mucli as you please, but not of Mr, 
Macartnei/, — uo, not a word of him!" 

"I assure you, ma'am," said Mr, Musgrave, "the 
very person who first told me of that book was Mr, 
Jessop, my school- master. Think of that ! — was it not 
striking? 'A daughter,' says he, ' of your friend Dr. 
Burney hns written a book, and it does her much 
credit.' Think of that ! (lifting up his hands to enforce 
his admiration); and lie desired me to read it — he 
recommended it to me; — a man of the finest taste,— 
K man of great profundity, — an estraordinary scholar, 
-—living iu a remote part of Ireland, — a mfui I esteem, 
upon my word!" 

" But, sir," cried JMrs. Thrale to Dr. Johnson, 
"' why, these men tell such wonders of what you said 
last night ! Why, you spoke quite an oration in favour 
of Miss Burney." 

"Ay," said Mr. Crutehley, "the moment it was 
over I went to bed. I stayed to hear the panegyric; 
but I thought 1 could bear nothing after it, and made 
oflV 

" I would you were off now," cried I, "and in yoar 
phaeton iu the midst of this rain ! " 

" Oh, sir ! " cried Mr. Musgrave, " the Doctor went 
on with it again after you went ; I had the honour to 
bear a great deal more." 
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" Why, this is very fine indeed ! " said Mrs. Thrale ; 
" why, Dr. Johnson, — why, what is all this?" 

"These young fellows," answered he, "play me 
false ; they take nie in ; they start the subject, and 
make me say something of that Fanny Burney, and 
then the rogues know that when I have once begun I 
shall not know when to leave off," 

"We are glad, sir," said Mr. Crutchley, "to hear 
our own thoughts expressed so much hetter than we 
can express them ourselves." 

I could only turn up my eyes at hiiu . 

" Just so," said Mrs. Thrale, 

"'W'liat oft woB thought, but ne'er 80 well eiriirees'd.' " 

Here, much to my satisfaction, the conversation 
broke up. 

" I hope," said Miss Thrale, comically bowing to 
me, " you have approved this discourse. For my part, 
1 wonder you will speak to ine again." 

" I wonder," said Mr. Crutchley, " she could eat!" 

"Nny," quoth 1, "this is no way to take off uiy 
appetite; though, perhaps, you think I ought to be 
too sublime to eat." 

His phaeton was now announced, and, regardless of 
the rain, he took leave. 

Mr. Musgrave stayed with ns two or three days 
longer ; but he is so infinitely more quiet when neither 
Mr. Seward nor Mr. Crutchley is here, that he left 
me nothing to write about him, 

Friday, Sept, 14th. — And now, if I am not mis- 
taken, I come to relate the conclusion of Mr. Crutch- 
ley's most extraordinary summer career at Streatham, 
which place, I believe, he has now left without much 
intention to frequently revisit. However, this ia mwft 
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conjecture ; but lie really had a run of ill-luck not very 
inviting to a man of his cold and splenetic turn, to play 
the same game. 

When we were just going to supper, we beard a 
disturbance among the dogs; and Mrs. and Miss 
Thrale went out to see what was the matter, while Dr. 
JohnEOQ and I remained quiet. Soon returning, "A 
friend! a friend!" she cried, and was followed by Mr. 
CrutchlejT 

He would not eat with us, but was chatty and in 
good-humour, and aa usual, when in spirits, saucily 
sarcastic. FoPinatance, it is generally half my employ- 
ment in hot evenings here to rescue some or other 
poor buzzing idiot of an insect from the flame of a 
candle;. This, accordingly, I was performing with a 
Harry Longlegs, which, after much trial to catcb, 
eluded me, and escaped, nobody could see how. Mr. 
Crtitchley vowed I had caught and squeezed him to 
death in my hand. 

" No, indeed," cried I, "wlien I catch them, I put 
them out of the window." 

"Ay, their bodies," said he, laughing; "but their 
legs, I suppose, you keep," 

" ^ot I, indeed ; I hold them very safe in the palm 
of ray hand." 

"Oh!" said he, "the palm of your hand! why, it 
would not hold a fly ! But what have you done 
with the poor wretch — thrown him under the table 
slyly ? " 

"What good would that do?" 

" Oh, help to establish your full character for' 
mercy." 

Now, was not that a speech to provoke Miss Grizzle 
Jierself? However, I only made up a saucy lip. 
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" Come," cried he, offering to take my hand, " where 
is he? Which hand is he in? Let me examine?" 

"Ko, no, I thank you ; I sha'n't make you my con- 
fessor, whenever I take one." 

He did not much like this ; but I did not mean he 
should. 

Afterwards he told us a most unaccountably ridicu- 
lous story of a crying wife. A gentleman, he said, of 
Ills acquaintance had married lately his own kept mis- 
tress; and last Sunday he had dined with the bride 
and bridegroom ; but, to his utter astonishment, with- 
out any apparent reason in the world, in the middle of 
dinner or tea, she burst into a riolent fit of crying, and 
went out of the room, though there was not the least 
quarrel, and the tfoso seemed all fondness and atten- 
tion! 

'' What, then," said I, somewhat malictouBly, I 
grant, "had yov. been saying to her?" 

"Ofa, thank you!" said he, with a half-affronted 
tow, "I expected this! I declare I thought you would 
conclude it was me ! " 



Dr. Johnson has been rery unwell indeed. Once I 
ras quite frightened about him ; but he continues his 
I strange discipline — starving, mercury, opium ; and 
I though for a time half demolished by its severity, he 
I always, in the end, rises superior both to the disease 
[ and the remedy, — which commonly is the most alarming 

of the two. His kindness for me, I think, if possible, 
I still increased : he actually horti every body so about 

me that the folks even complain of it. I must, how- 
, ever, acknowledge I feel hut little pity for their fatigue. 
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From Miss F, Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

Slremlinm, Wedneiwlay momiiig, 
22(1 September. 

At length, my dear daddy, I hope to have a peep at 
you. Mrs. Tbrale is much Letter, though not well, 
but so kindly desirous to give me this indulgence, as 
well as to see you and my father, that she will venture 
to promise for next Monday ; and, therefore, if nothing 
unlucky intervenes, and you send no prohibition, early 
on Monday morning you will see us. I cannot tell you 
half how glad 1 feel in the prospect of being again at 
dear Chesington, which I do indeed love at the bottom 
of my heart — and top too, for the matter of that. 

Bid all the Misses look pretty, and Mrs. Hamilton 
be quite well. Tell dear Kitty not to prim up as if we 
had never met before, and charge Jem to be the pink 
of gallantry. Beg my dear father to " get from behind 
labnrha" before breakfast; anddoyon, my dear daddy, 
put on my favourite my. 

I have time for no more, as I have au opportunity J 
to Eend this to town now, and if it goes by Streathaml 
post, you may not receive it before you receive yourl 
ever and ever obliged and lovinc child, 

F.B. 

My duty, love, and compliments to all. 

Mrs. Thrale's best compliments. 

Miss Thrale will accompany us, but not Dr. Johnsoa. 



From Mrs. J'hrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Sunday, 12th November, 1781. 
Sweet Burney, 
Your little scrap to my Tit was the most delightful \ 
thing I ever read — belter than forty letters. Now j 
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that my stomach is lightened by doses of emetic tartar, 
and my heart pacified by a Paris letter, I can try for 
flash again — at least rake up some old embers. 

Our journal would he yet emptier and more com- 
pressible than yours, for not a living thing have we 
seen since Crutchley left us laie on Monday night, till 
Seward visited us yester noon : but the poor lady of 
the manor tried all she could to keep from tormentiug 
the only creature in her reach with ill-humour; and 
for thai creature's comfort the house will now soon be 
full. 

Sir Richard Jebb has done Peggy Pitches so raucii 
good, she is enchanted with him. A physician can 
sometimes parry the scythe of death, but has no power 
over the sand in the hourglass. 

How happy Mr, Crisp is in his Fannikin! Take 
care of yourself for all our sakes, and do not go to 
church such weather as this ; but keep the fear of the 
churchyard before youi- eyes. 

I'm glad the little book or volume goes on; my 
notion is that I shall cry' myself blind over the con- 
clusion — it runs in my head — 'tis so excessively pathetic. 
I saw your sweet father on Thursday, but he came 
alone. 

" Not a ship on the ocean," says my last letter from 
Ashbourne,* "goes out with more good wishes than 
that which carries the fate of Burney. I love," con- 
tinues he, " alt of the race which I do know, and some 
that I do not, and love them for loving each other." 

Of this consanguineous fondness I have had little ex- 
perience myself, hut I consider it as one of the lenitives 
I of life. It has, however, this deficiency — that it is. 
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never found where distress is mutuBl. He who ha 
less than enough has nothing; to spare. Prosperoo 
people only love each other. May yon and I, my lovi 
be ever prosperous! 

Mis3 Kitty may well think this the surprisiogei 
world that ever was. I have long been of her mind 
Cavendish Square is the place appointed for me t 
perform in next winter, I perceive by every body; am 
though matters look cloudy jnst at present, I find w4 
are to hope for a " little bit of Bumey" in the spring. 
Did I aay that bright thing before? 

Somebody told me (but not your iather) that tin 
Opera singers would not be likely to gel any mone] 
out of Sheridan this year. " Why, that fellow growl 
fat," says I, "like Heliogabalua, upon the tongues ot 
nightingales." Did I tell you that bright thing before? 
Ah, Bumey ! if I was well I would make a little fui 
yet, but I cannot get well. The nest time I see Sii 
Richard I will coax him to let me go in the cold batbi' 
again, 1 am so low, so lamentable ! 

I am, however, most sincerely yours in all affection, 
H. L. T. 

Respects to Mr. Crisp. 

Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Thrale. 

Cheslngton, Decembei" 10th, 
» * # * # 

And so Mrs. Shirley, Captain Phillips' sister, hi 
been visiting Susan in fonn, and Susan has returned 
the courtesy with the proper formalities ; and that 
awkward business being over, they begin to take tol 
one another, and are already upon kind, open, and 
sisterly terms, visiting to and fro without ceremony.! 
'This is a very comfortable circumstance. 
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Tlie Capitano has lately been promoted, and is now 
mry earnest to accelerate matters ; but my fatliei-, very 
nxious and fearful for poor Susaniie, does not think 
here is de quel manner very plentifully, and is as 

Toeat for retai-ding them. For my own part, I think 
hey cobM do very well. I know Susan is a very 
|ood economist, and I know there is not any part of 
Rir Sillily that cannot live upon very little as cheer- 
bily as most folks upon very much. Besides, who 

lows how long poor nuitde may live, and keep the 
estate to himself? And why should he not live? I 
letest living upon no hopes but those of otltiir people's 
osing all — I mean powi' le raoiide, which we have no 
ight to despise for others, while t-o anxious to fare 
rell jn it ourselves, 

All this, dearest madam, you must at present keep 
wholly to yourself. My father, all the while, is so 
nuch pleased with the disinterestedness of Phillips, 
hat it is painful to his kind heart to oppose him, and, 
etween fi'iends, I have little doubt but he will give 
Fay ere long. 

All these things put together, you may- believe I am 
.Ued enough for home; very— -very little, therefore, 
lall 1 be able to see of dear Streatliam before next 
[mmer ; but what I can 1 will. 

Mr. Crisp is much gratified by your so kindly and 
instantly remembering him. He is vastly well this 
ear, and has had no gout since I came ; he is, there- 
arc, grown somewhat unruly, and if I hint but at 
ping away, storms and raves with such a vengeance 
au would stare to see, and start to hear him. We 
leep to "fun-making" though, very gaily. Every 
hing here is so new that has passed elsewhere, that 
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nothing can be mentioned that has not the air of an 
anecdote, and the credit of peculiar observation upon 
matters and manners. 

Adieu y my ever dearest Mrs. Thrale, and long, long 
preserve the healthy spirits, and kindness, which mark 
your last letter to F. B. 

May we be prosperous, you say, — and Amen ! say I, 
without a devotion particularly extraordinary ; but yet 
I am by no means of opinion that there is no kindness 
where distress is mutual ; on the contrary, I think, and 
once I found, that mutual distress gives mutual en- 
dearment. 
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PART III. 

1782. 

Miss F. Bumey to Mrs, Phillips. 

February S5, 1782. 

Are you quite enragie with me, my dearest Susy 
Indeed, I thiak I am M'itli myself, for not sooner and 
oftener writing to you ; and every night when I go to 
bed, and every morning when I wake, I determine 
«hall be the last 'I will do either again till I have 
written to you. But, keias ! ray pens get so fagged, 
and my hands so crippled, when I have been up two or 
three hours, that my resolution wavers, and I sin on 
till the time of rest and meditation, and then I repent 
again. Forgive me, however, my dearest gir], and 
pray pay me not in kind ; for, as Charlotte would say, 
kind that would not be, however deserved and just. 

My work is too long in all conscience for the hurry 
of my people to have it produced. I have a thousand 
nnllion of fears for it. The mere copying, without 
revising and correcting, would take at least ten weeks, 
for I cannot do more than a volume in a fortnight, 
unless I scrawl short hand and rough hand, as badly 
as the original. Yet my dear father thinks it will be 
published in a mouth! Since you went I have copied 
one volume and a quarter — no more ! Oh, I am sick 
I.hink of it! Vet not a little reviving is my father's 
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■Tery high approbation of the first volume, which is all 
Klie has seen. I totally forget whether, in my last, I 
¥told you I had presented it to him? but I am sure you 
, -would never foi^et, for the pleasure you would have 
felt for me, had you seen or heard him reading any 
\ part of it. 

Would you ever believe, bigoted as he was to 
' Evelina," that he now says he thinks this a superior 
■ design and superior execution 7 

You can never half imagine the deliglit this has 
I given me. It is answering my first wish and first 
ambition in life. And though I am certain, and though 
he thinks himself, it will never be so popular as "Eve- 
lina," his so warm satisfaction ivill make me amends 
for almost any mortification that may be in store 
for rae. 

I would to Heaven It were possible for me to have a 
reading de suite of it with you, my Susy, more than 
with any body ; but I could not admit Captain Phillips, 
dearly as I love him; 1 could not for my life read 
myself to Mr, Burney, and was obliged to make Etty. 
It is too awkward a thing to do to any human beings 
but my sisters, and poor auntys, and Kitty Cooke. I 
have let the first iome also run the gauntlet with Mrs. 
Thrale. 



One thing frets me a good deal, which is, tiiat my 
book aifair has got wind, and seems almost every where 
known, notwithstanding my earnestness and cantion to 
have it kept snug till the last. Mr. Barry, t'other day, 
told me he had hoard from Miss Mudge what, &c. ifec. 
he bad soon to expect from me. Tiie Hooles have 
both told Charlotte how glad they are in the good 
news they hear; and Mrs. Boyle and ttie s\Ta"a^«t% 
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take It for granted, they say, tliat 1 am too buey i 
visitiDg ! Mrs. Ord, aho, attacked ine very open! 
about it, and I have seen nobody else. It is easy 
guesB whence this comee, but not easy to atop its cout 
or to prevent the mischief of long expectation, an 
inoFL- than the great disagrement of l.ieing continui 
interrogated upon the subject. 



Miss F. Bwiiey to Bfrs. Phillips. 

I thank you most heartily for your two sweet letten 
my ever dearest Suay, and equally for the kindness th) 
contain and the kindness they accept. And, as I ha' 
a frank and a subject, I will leave my bothers, and wril 
you and my dear brother Molesworth a little accou 
of a rout I have Just been at, at the houae of M 
Paradise. 

You will wonder, perhaps, in this time of huri 
why I went thither ; but when I tell you Pacchierol 
was there, you will not think it surprising. 

There was a crowd of company ; Charlotte and 
went together ; my father came afterwards. Mrs 
Paradise received us very graciously, and led nie imma 
diately up to Miss Thrale, who was sitting by the Paa 
The Miss Kirwans, you may be sure, were not far ofi 
and so I did pretty well. There was nobody else 
knew but Dr. Solander, Mr. Coxe the traveller, S 
Sampson and Lady Gideon (Streatham acquaintances] 
Mr. Sastres, and Count Zenobia, a noble Venetiao 
whom I have often met lately at Mrs. Thrale's. 

We were very lare, i'jr we had waited cruelly fi>l 
the coach, and Pac. had sung a song out of "Art» 
xerxes," composed for u tenor, whicli we lost, to mj 
infinite regret. Afterwards he sang " Dolce speme, 



11762] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 117 

I set by Bertoni, less elegantly than by Sacchini, but 
I more expressively for tlie words. He sang it delight- 
I fully. It was but the second time I have heard Mm In 
I a room since his return to England. 

After thi^ he went into another room, to try if it 
I Tould be cooler ; and Mrs. Paradise, leaning over the 
I KJrwans and Charlotte, who hardly got a seat all night 
I ii>r the crowd, said she begged to speak to me. I 
I squeezed my great person oui, and she then said, — 
I " Miss Bumey, Lady Say and Sele desires the honour 
I of being introduced to you." 

I Her ladyship stood by her side. She seems pretty 
I near fifty — at least turned forty ; her head was full of 
I iieathers, flowers, jewels, and gew-gawn, and as high as 
I < Iddy Archer's; herdress was trimmed <vith beads, silver, 
I peimn sashes, and all sort of fine fancies; her face is 
I thin and tiery, and her whole manner spoke a lady all 
alive. ^ 

*' Miss Burney," cried she, with great quickness, and 
a look all curiosity, " 1 am very happy to see you; I 
have longed to see you a great while ; I have read your 
performance, and I am qaite delighted with it. I think 
it's the most elegant novel I ever read in roy life. Such 
a style! I am quite surprised at it. I can't think 
where you got so much invention!" 

You may believe tliis was a reception not to make 
me very loquacious. 1 did not know which way to 
torn my head. 

•' I must introduce you," continued her ladyship, " to 
my sister; she'll be quite delighted to see yon. She 
has written a novel herself; so you are sister au- 
thoresses. A most elegant thing it is, 1 assure you ; 
almost as pretty as yours, only not quite so elegant. 
She has written two novels, only one is not so pretty as 
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the otber. But I shall iusist apon your seeing them. 
One is in letters, like yours, only yours is prettiest ; 
it's called the ' Mausoleum of Julia !'" 

What uufeeling things, thought I, are my sisters! 
I'm sure I never heard them go about thus praising me! 

Mrs. Paradise then again came fonvard, and taking 
my hand, led me up to lier ladyship's sister. Lady 
Hawke, saying aloud, and with a courteous smirk, 
" Miss Burney, ma'am, authoress of ' Evelina.' " 

"Yes," cried my friend, Lady Say and Sele, who 
followed me close, "it's the authoress of 'Evelina 
so you are sister authoresses ! " 

Lady Mawke arose and curtsied. She is much 
younger thaa her sister, and rather pretty ; extremely 
languishing, delicate, and pathetic ; apparently accus- 
tomed to be reckoned the genius of her family, and well 
contented to he looked upon as a creature dropped 
from the clouds. ^ 

I was then seated between their ladyships, and Lady 
S. and S., drawing as near to me as possihle, said. 

"Well, and so you wrote this pretty hook! — and 
pray did your papa know of it?" 

" No, ma'am ; not till some months after the pul^-. 
lication." 

"So I've beard ; it's surprising! 1 can't think how 
you invented it I — there's a vast deal of invention in it! 
And you've got so much humour, too ! Now my sistec 
has no humour — hers is all sentiment. You can't 
think how I was entertained with that old grandmother 
and her son !" 

I suppose she meant Tom Branghton for the son. 

" How much pleasure you must have had in writing 
it ; had uot you ?" 

"Y — e — s, ma'am." 
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' So hag my sister ; she's never without a pen in her 
band ; she can't help writing for her life. When Lord 
Hawke is travelling about with her, she keeps writing 
all the way." 

'Yes," said Lady Hawke; "I really can't help 
writing. One has great pleasure in writing the things ; 
lias not one, Miss Bumey '(" 

" Y — e — s, ma'am." 

" But your novel," cried Lady Say and Sele, "is in 
such a style ! — so elegant ! I am vastly glad you made 
it end happily. I hate a novel that don't end happy." 

" Yes," said Lady Hawke, with a languid smile, "I 
was vastly glad when she married Lord Orville. I was 
sadly afraid it would not have been." 

" My sister intends," said Lady Say and Sele, " to 
print her ' Mausoleum,' just for her own friends and 
I acquaintances." 

" Yes," said Lady Hawke ; " I have never printed 
yet." 

" I saw Lady Hawke's name," quoth I to my first 
inend, " ascribed to the play of ' Variety.' " 

" Did you indeed?" cried Lady Say, in an ecstasy. 
" Sister ! do you know Miss Bumey saw your name in 
the newspapers, about the play !" 

"Did she?" said Lady Hawke, smiling compla- 
cently. " But I really did not write it ; I never wrote 
a play in my life." 

" Well," cried Lady Say, " but do repeat that sweet 
part that I am so fond of — you know what I mean; 
Misa Buniey must hear it, — out of your novel, you 
know ! " 

Lady S.—fio, I can't ; I have forgot it. 

Lady S. — Oh, no! I am sure you have not; I 
insist upon it. 
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Ladif H. — But I know you can repeat it yourself; 
you have so fine a memory ; i am sure you can re- 
peat it. 

Lady S. — Oh, but I should not do it justice!- 
that's all, — I ahocld not do it justice ! 

Lady Hawke then bent forward, and repeated—" * If, 
when he made the declaration of his love, the seusibilt^ 
that beamed in his eyes was feit in his heart, what 
pleasing sensations and soft alarms might not that 
tender avowal awaken!' " 

"And from what, ma'am," cried I, astonished, and 
imagining 1 had mistaken them, "is this taken?" 

" From my sister's novel ! " answered the delighted 
Lady Say and Sele, expecting my raptures to he equal 
to her own; "it's in the 'Mausoleum,' — did not you 
know that? Well, 1 can't think how you can write 
these sweet novels ! And it's all just like that part. 
Lord Hawke himself says it's all poetrj'. For iny part, 
I'm sure I never could write so. I suppose, Misa 
Burney, you are producing another, — a'n't you?" 

" No, ma'am." 

" Oh, I dare say you are. 1 dare say you are writing 
one at this vei-y minute ! " 

Mrs. Paradise now came up to me i^aln, followed 
by a square man, middle-aged, and hum-drum, who, I 
found, was Lord Say and Sele, afterwards from the 
Kirwans ; for though they introduced liim to me, I waa 
80 confounded by their vehemence and their manners, 
that I did not hear his name. 

" Miss Bumey," said Mrs. P., preeenting me to hinj, 
" authoress of ' Evelina.' " 

" Yes, " cried Lady Say and Sele, starting up, "'tis 
the authoress of ' Evelina ! ' " 

" Of what?" cried he. 
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' Of ' Evelina,' You'd never think it, — she looks so 
young, to have so much invention, and such an elegant 
style ! Well, I could write a play, I think, but I'm 
sure I could never write a novel." 

"Oh, yes you could, if you would try," said Lady 
Hawke. 

"Oh, no, I could not," answered she ; " I could not 
gel a style — that's the thing — 1 could not tell how to 
get a style ! and a novel's nothing without a style, you 
know ! " 

*' Why no," said Lady Hawke ; " that's true. But 
then you write such charming letters, you know!" 

" Letters !" repeated Lady S. and S. simpering ; " do 
you think ao ? Do you know I wrote a long letter to 
Mrs, Ray just before I came hei-e, thia very afternoon, 
— quite a long letter ! I did, I assure you ! " 

Here Mrs. Paradise came forward with another gen- 
tleman, younger, slimmer, and smarter, and saying to 
me, " Sir Gregory Page Turner," said to him, " Miss 
Bumey, authoress of ' Evelina.' " 

At which Lady Say and Sele, in fresh transport, 
again arose, and rapturously again repeated — " Yes, 
she's authoress of ' Evelina ! ' Have you read it ? " 

"No; is it to be had?" 

" Oh dear, yes ! it's been printed these two years ! 
Von'd never think it ! Bet it's the most elegant novel 
I ever read in my life. Writ in such a stylet" 

" Certainly," said he, very civilly ; " I have every 
inducement to get it. Pray where is it to be had ? 
every where, I suppose?" 

"Oh, no where, £ hope!" cried I, wishing at that 
moment it had been never in human ken. 

My square friend. Lord Say and Sele, then putting his 
d forward, said, very solemnly, "I'll parcha.^ it'." 
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Uk lady then mentioned to me a hundrod novels 
that 1 had never heard of, asking my opinion of them, 
and whether 1 knew the authors ; Lady Hawte only 
occasionally and languidly joining in the discourse : 
and then Lady S. and S., suddenly arising, begged me 
not to move, for she should be back again in a minute, 
and flew to the next room. 

I took, however, the first opportunity of Lady 
Hawke's casting down her eyes, and reclining her 
delicate head, to make away from this terrible set; and, 
just as 1 was got by the piano-forte, where I hoped 
Pacchierotti would soon present himself, Mrs. Paradise 
again came to me, and said, — 

" Miss Burney, Lady Say and Sele wishes vastly to 
cultivate your acquaintance, and begs to know if she 
may have the honour of your company to an assembly 
at her house next Friday? — and I will do myself the 
pleasure to call for you, if you will give me leave." 

"Her ladyship does me much honour, but I am 
unfortunately engaged," was my answer, with as much 
promptness as I could command. 

F. B. 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Wedneaday Night, Going to Bed. 
My Dearest Burney, 
May I venture, do you think, to call a little company 
al>out me on St. Taffy's day? or, will the world in 
general, and the Pepyses in particular, feel shocked 
at ray " dissipation" and my " haste to be married?" 
They came last night and found me alone with Murphy. 
There was an epoch ! The Bishop of Peterborough 
came in soon after. Queeny was gone to Mrs. Dave- 



nant's, with Miss Owen and Dr. Delap. What 
dangers we do go through t But I have not gone out 
to meet mine half way, at least. 

Pray come on Friday se'nnight, it" you never come 
again. 

I was Tery near you yesterday, but I put a con- 
straint upon myself, and pressed forward, for I should 
only have dirtied the house, and hindered you, and 
been wished at York by the Padrona di casa. 

I went to dear Dr. Johnson's, rasneguarlo la solila 
servitu, but at one o'clock he was not up, and 1 did 
not like to disturb him. I am very sorry about him — 
exceeding sorry ! When I parted from you on Monday, 
and found him with Dr. Lawrence, I put my nose into 
the old man's wig and shouted ; but got none except 
melancholy answers, — so melancholy, that I was forced 
to crack jokes for fear of crying. 

" There is gout at the bottom, madam," says Law- 
rence. 

" I wish it were at the bottom!" replied saucebox, 
as lond as she could bawl, and pointing to thepedestuh. 

" He complains of a general gravedo" cries the 
Doctor ; " but he speaks too good Latin for us." 

" Do you take care, at least, that it does not increase 
long," quoth I. (The word gravedo, you know, makes 
gravedinis, and is, therefore, said to " increase long in 
the genitive case.") I thought this a good, stupid, 
scholar-like pun, and Johnson seemed to like that 
Lawrence was pleased. 

This morning I was with him again, and this even- 
ing Mrs. Ord's conversation and Piozzi's cara voce 
have kept away care pretty well. Mr, Selwj-n helped 
us to be comfortable. My Tit went with her Coz. to 
Abel's concert. 
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Good night, sweetest ; I am tired and want to go to 
bed. 

Good iiiglit once more, through the door at 
Streatham, for thither imagination carries your affec- 
tionate 

TI. L. T. 



Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Barney. 

Chesington, February 25. 
Our own Fannikiu, 

I do acquiesce ('tis true), but not in calm acqui- 
escence (as Dr. Johnson does with Pope), that yon 
should remain where yon are instead of Chesington. ; 
but atill I do say that, if yon could have returned hither 
in Suzette'9 chaise, safe and warm, your undisturbed, 
unbroken, assiduous minding; your lesson would have 
overbalanced the time yon gain by being upon the spot, 
to correct proofa, &c.* 

I am not of your other Daddy's mind, who would 
have it sent off to Mr. Payne just as it is. You have 
ao much to lose, you cannot take too much care. Not 
that I would have you file, and polish, and refine, till 
the original fire and spirit of the composition flies off 
in vapour, — and that, I dare say, is what he would 
guard against ; and so should I if I were not convinced 
there is no danger of that kind to be apprehended ; 
— f^uf belongs to your half geniuses ; — a true — a real 
— a great one, cannot be otherwise than highly luxn- 
riant, and must he pruned. The finest apricots I ever 
tasted were the produce of a tree on the side of a 
house, that had on it, at one time, eighteen hundred 
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dozen, ait<l wei'e liiiuned to about seven hundred, from 
tweiitj-one thousand six hundred ! You may imagine 
this enormous quantity nere mostly not bigger than 
peas, Wliat then? — it demonstrates the monstrous 
force and vigour of the tree. 

You " wish I had never seen the book in the rough." 
There you are in the wrong. If ever the hints or ob- 
servations of otberg can be worth listening to, that is 
the time; and I have already told you one opinion 
and piece of advice of mine, the truth and solidity of 
which every day of my life I am more and more con- 
vinced of. Whoever you think fit to coneult, let their 
talents and taste be ever bo great, hear what they say. — 
allowed ! — agreed ! — but never give up or alter a tittle 
merely on their authority, nor unless it perfectly 
coincides with your own inward feelings. I can say 
this to my sorrow and to my cost. — But mum ! The 
original sketches of ivorks oi' genius, though ever so 
rude and rough, are valuable and curious monuments, 
and well worth preserving. 

I am truly glad you have resolution enough of your 
own, and are permitted by others to stand your ground 
manfully, and sustain the siege of visitors that would 
overwhelm you with their numbers and incessaat 
attacks. I perfectly concur with your Doctor Baddy 
in his selection of particulars, so far as he has read, 
and with his sentiments in general of the work and the 
plan, wliich (by what he has already seen) he cannot 
but have conceived an idea of. The unreasonable hurry 
with which I was obliged to gallop over such a book 
has disabled me from making, or even forming, ohaeiv 
Tations, other than general ones. But by my imperfect 
recollection of particulars, and what I felt at the time, 
I think nothing struck me more forcibly than tkc 
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Foxliall* scene; it is finely — it is powerfully iraa- 
gined; it is a noble piece of morality! the variety — 
the contrast of the different characters quite new and 
unhackneyed, and yet perfectly in nature ; and the 
dreadful catastrophe that concludes the whole makes it 
a masterpiece. What a subject for that astonishing lad, 
Edward, to make a finished drawing, and Bartolozzi 
a priut of! The scene of Foxhall illuminated— the 
mangled, bleeding body carried along— the throng 
of spectators crowding after, filled with various ex- 
pressions of horror, wonder, eager curiosity, and in- 
quiry ; and many otlier particulars, which the perusal 
of the passage itself, and his genius, would euggeat. I 
like Ceciliamuch better than Alblna, which 1 never was 
fond of, though not of much consequence. 

I long to see Mrs. Thrale's letter, which I do most 
faithfully promise to return ; and I do hereby summon 
you to despatch it to me immediately. To own to you 
the real trutli, it was wholly owing to my impatience 
to get at it that I so directly answered your last. 

As to your lovely Greek, I most earnestly recom- 
mend to you, notwithstanding your five sheets of 
paper, to put her down (while she is strong and warm 
in your memory and imagination) in a finished draw- 
ing in black and white. I don't mean this merely to 
satisfy curiosity, but as a wonderful academy figure, 
which may he of powerful use to you hereafter, to 
design from, in some future historical composition. 
Such opportunities don't offer everyday; perfect tio- 
velly, united to such uncommon excellence, is a prize 
indeed ; don't let her slip, but like Lothario, 
■' Seize the golden, glorious opportuiiitj-." 

• The old mode of si)elling Vaushail. 
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I am in thorough, serious 
reason I have given. 



d seriously for the 



Your loving Daddy, 

S. C. 

P.S. — You Bay the book is to be printed vol. by 
vol., as fast as you can get it out. Sure, I hope, you 
don't mean by that that it is to come out in single, 
separate volumes? I can't bear the thoughts of it. 
All published at once, or " Chaos is come again ! " 

2d P. S. — I have not the conscience to demand long 
letters now in return ; only send Mrs. Thrale's and to 
Kit. 

Miss F. Burney to Mr. CrUp. 



Your letter, my dear daddy, which I have just re- 
ceived, has given me so much uneasiness that 1 may as 
well answer it immediately, as I can do nothing for 
thinking of it. 

The conHict scene for Cecilia, between the mother 
and son, to which you so warmly object, is the very 
scene for which I wrote the whole book, and so en- 
tirely does my plan hang upon it, that 1 must abide by 
its reception in the world, or put the whole behind the 
I fire. 

You will believe, then, with the opinion I have of 
' your judgmeut, and the anxious desire I have to do 
nothing quite contrary to your approbation, if I can 
now be very easy. I would it were in my power to 
defer the whole publication to another spring, hut I 
am sure my father would run crazy if I made such a 
proposal. 

Let me not, however, be scutenced without making 
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my defence, and at least explaining to jou my own 
meaning in the part you censure. 

I meant in Mi-a. Delville to draw a great, but not a 
perfect character ; I meant, on the contrary, to blend 
upon paper, as I have frequently se^n blended in life, 
noble and lare qualities with striking and incui'able 
defects. I meant, ako, to shew liow the greatest 
Tirtues and excellences may be totally obscured by the 
indulgence of violent passions and the ascendancy of 
fevonrite prejudices. 

This scene lias yet been read by no human creature 
but yourself and Charlotte, who would not let me rest 
till I let her go through the book. Ujion Charlotte's 
opinion you will easily believe I put no solid reliance 
but yet I mention to you the effect it had on her, be- 
cause, as you told me about dear Kitty Cooke, the 
natural feelings of untaught Iiearers ought never to be 
slighted ; and Dr. Johnson has told me the same a 
thousand times. Well, she prefers it to any part of 
the book, ajid cried over it so vehemently that she 
could eat no dinner, and had a violent headacU all 
day. 

I would radier, however, have had one good word 
from you than all the tears of the tender, and all 
the praises of the civil. 

The character of Mrs. Delville struck you in aa 
favourable a light, that you sunk, as I remember I 
privately noticed to myself, when you mentioned herj 
all the passages to her disadvantage previous to thw 
conflict, else it would have appeared to you less incon- 
sistent, for the way is paved for it in several places. 
But, indeed, you read the whole to cruel disadvantage 
the bad writing, the haste, the rough copy, all were 
against me, Your anger at Mrs. Delville's violence 
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and obduracy «re notbing but v/lmt 1 meant to excUe ; 
your thinking it unnatural is all that dieturhs me. 

Yet, when I look about lue in the world, sueh 
etntnge inconsistencies as I see, such astonishing con- 
trariety of opinions, and so bigoted an adherence of all 
I marked characters to their own way of thinking, I 
really know not how to give up this point. 

Another thing gives me some comfort — the part 
you have selected to like best, Foxhall, is what I 
read to you myself, and the whole of the residence at 
Delvile Castle, which I also read to you, 1 remember 
I well you were pleased with more than with any other 
part of the book. I cannot, therefore, but hope the 
bad copy and difficulty of reading did me as much 
mischief as the bad and unequal composition. 

But what are you thinking of, my dear daddy, when 
you desire me to send you the two last vols, imme- 
diately ? Did I not tell you I am still actually at work 
upon the second ? And as to sending you agaiu tbe 
rough draft, it would both be soliciting and establishing 
your disapprobation. 

The first volume seems to grow, by recollection, botli 
on my father and Mrs. Thrale. It is not to be exr 
pressetl how fond they arc of it, especially my father. 

Have you seen the verses in the newspaper, where 
they poked me in witli all the belles esprits'/* Two 
days ago, at Mr. Pepya" I met them almost all. Mrs. 
Boiicawen, Mrs.Chapoiie, Hannah More, Mrs. Carter, 
Sophy Streatfield, Mrs. Buller, famoua for writing 
Greek notes in Greek books, Miss Geop^iana Shipley 
(Mrs. Wasbinghara'a friend), famous for construing 
Horace after a year's studying Latin, Mr. Wraxall, the 
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northern historiuo, General Paoli, Dr. Oadogan, Sm 
Joshua Reynolds, &c. &c. But the greatest pleasure j 
received was from meeting Mrs. Garrick again. Sh) 
had almost forgot nie, but was very kind, and looked 
pery well, very tweet, and very elegant. I was alst 
gratified by meeting with the lady of the late young 
Lord Lyttelton, who was made very celebrated by the 
book called the " Correspondents," which was asserted 
to be written by her and the old Lord Lyttelton, but 
proves to be a very impertinent forgery. She is still 
pretty, though a little passie, and very elegant and 
pleasing in her manners. Mrs. and Miss Ord, Mr. 
Burrows, and many others, were there also, 

This is but the second large assembly I have been to 
this year, though I have been invited to a hundred. 
The other was at Mrs. Thrale's, who first invited a 
large party about a week ago. There I met again the; 
fair Greek, the Hales, Mr. Jenkiuson,* Lord and Ladj' 
Sandys, the Burgoynes, Mr. Seward, Mr. Murphy, 
Dr. Dehip, Mrs, Byron, and fifty more at least. 

I wish, my dear daddy, I had time to write yon 
some of the flash that passes upon these occasions ; but 
it is totally impossible. 

• • » » 

Every body knows that I am about something ; and 
the moment I put my head out of doors, 1 am sure to 
be attacked and catechised. Oh, that I were but sB 
sure of the success as of the sale of this book! but, 
indeed, I am now more discomfited and alarmed than 
I have ever been yet. 

Adieu, my dear daddy. I would I could do better 
but to love you and your most kind sincerity nion 

' Since Earl of Liverpool. 
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truly is not possible. Never, tlierefore, spare it, till 
yon cease to love, oi- cease to esteem, your ever af- 
I fectionate 

F. B. 



I 



Miss F. Buriiey to Mrs. Phillips. 

Suturcloy, MoFch 19, 1782. 

But that 1 am myself in continual disgrace about 
writing, how should I murmur to liear so very, very 
seldom from my beloved Susy \ yet, when your letters 
do come, to tell you half the pleasure with which I 
read them, would almost tempt you, culprit as I am, 
to let me see them ofteuer. The serenity of happiness 
you seem now to enjoy, my ever dearest girl, makes 
me ready to cry over your letters with fulness of con- 
tent for you ; and were it otherwise, how to forbear 
repining at your absence I am sure \ should not 
know; for I miss you here so seriously, so cruelly, so 
perpetually, that nothing in the world short of yonr 
established happiness could make me any mental amends 
for your loss. The house seems so strange without 
you, my room so unoccupied, and my affairs and in- 
terests and thoughts so uncomfortable, in wanting 
your participation. 

' don't well know what sullen fit of selfishness makes 
me write all this; so, to have done with it, give to 
your sweet captain ray kindest love, and tell him, let 
me murmur as 1 will by fits, I would not, if I could, 
change your destination, nor reverse the decree that 
was given by Mr. Shirley in St. Martin's Church ; and 
repeat to liim— if you can — what I once told him my- 
self, — that never, till I knew him, did I see the person 
to whom I could so cheerfully resign my first, longest, 
best, and dearest friend. So now — (ct's \oxt a daacc\ 
I bada very agreenbh evening last Tnesia.^ «.\,^^J 
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Pepys, where I met Mrs, Garrict, whom I rejoiced 
much to see. She had all but foT^ot me ; but when 1 
was introduced to her, by her half recollecting ane 
asking who I was, she was extremely kind and oblig- 
ing. She looks very well, and very elegant. She wai 
cheerfully grave, did not speak much, but was followed 
and addressed by e^'ery body. I could not help being 
quite melancholy myself at sight of her, from remem- 
brance of dear Mr. Garrick. 

Do you know they have put me again into the news- 
papers, in a copy of verses made upon literary ladies, — 
where are introduced Mrs. Carter, Cliapone, Cowley, 
Hannah More, Mrs. Greville, Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. 
Thrale, Mrs. Crewe, Sophy Streatfield, and Mrs. Mon- 
tagu. In such honourable company, to repine at being 
placed, would, perhaps, be impertinent; so I take it 
quietly enough ; but I would to Heaven I could keep 
clear of the whole! However, my dear father is 
delighted, that, though he was half afraid of speakiug 
to me at all about them at first, he carries them con- 
stantly in his pocket, and reads them to every body! 
i have a great suspicion they were written by Mr. 
Pepys, as tlioy are just what I have heard him say of 
all the people, and as every creature mentioned in 
them, but Mrs. Cowley, Greville, and Crewe, were 
invited to be at his hou^e on the very day they were 
printed. 

Yesterday I went, with Charlotte and the two Kir- 
wans, to a rehearsal of Rauzzini's new opera. I wa» 
not at all enchanted, though very well entertained. The 
music is pretty, and the accompaniments pleasant; 
but there is such a struggle for somelhing uncommon, 
and such queer disappointments of the ear in the differ- 
ent ftirns given to the passages from what it expects, 
that it appears to have far moire WkV. 'Ctvan ^«i\«> \t^ 
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the composition ; and every song is 90 very near being 
comic, that the least change in the world would moke 
it wholly so. 

Pacchierotti was in better spirits than I have seen 

him for some time, and very earnest to help Rauzzini, 
acting as maestro for Iiini, aud singing like twenty 
angels; but his songs are so unworthy of him, 1 think, 
tliat I never found out by the symphonies whether 
they were meant for him ; and I never was at an opera 
rehearsal before without knowing the first singer's 
airs long enough before he began them. Yet I really 
expect this will be the favourite opera for the season, as 
there are Scoticisms and oddities in it of all sorts, to catch 
popularity. Pacchierotti came and spoke and said, — 
" I have not seen you for a great age. Miss Curni." 
" No," quoth I, " you never come." 

I " I beg your pardon, ma'am," said he, "never you 
are at home, and then you say never 1 come." 

I For 1 have been denied to him, perforce, repeatedly. 

I " Well," said I, " I am obliged to be a great deal 

I with Mrs. Thrale, but if you will fix a time, I will be 

I sure to be in the way." 

I "Ahl" said he, "always you are to Mrs. Thrale! 

I Well, I only say. Heaven forgive her!" 

However he could nut fix a positive time; but next 

, Tuesday, Wednesday, oi- Friday, he will come, and the 
Kirwans are to come and watch for Him till he does. 

I They are sweet girls, bat this is a most inconvenient 

I arrangement for me at present. 

[ Adieu, my Susy, — write very soon.* p g 

I • Tbe following are thts line* nUmleJ 10 in this letter ; 
r tliey appeared in tlia "Morning Heratil" for March 12, 1792. 
I Some yeurs ai'tenviirdB, Sir W, W. Pepys denied Laving written 
I tlieee lines ; and in thu year 1822, a MS. copy oi' them was faund 
V among Dr. Barney's papers, with so many etasMteSj mUsttueiw- 
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From Mr. Crisp to Miss F. Burnsij. 

Chesiu^on, Friday, April 5, 1783. 
• # « * * 

In works of genius, fancy, imagination, 'tis not the 

tiom, and ctiang(«, as to give the most direct interDSl evidence 
that they were the doctor's own coniposition. 

"ADVICE TO THE HERALD. 
" Hbrald, wherefore thus procl&iin 

Nought of woman but the xhamel 

Quit, oh, qait, at least awhile, 

Penlita's too luscious smile; 

Wanton Woreley, atilted Daly, 

Heroines of each blHck^ord alley ; 

Better sure record in story 

Sucli as shine their sex's gtory I 

Herald ! hoate, with me proclaim 

Those of literary fame. 

Hannah Mora's pathetic pen. 

Painting high th' impossion'd scene ; 

Carter's piety and learning, 

Little Bumey's quick lUsceming j 

Cowley's neatly-pointed wit. 

Healing those lier satires hit ; 

Smiling Streatfield's iVry neck, 

Nose, and notions — d la Grecque! 

Let Chapone retain a place, 

And the mother of her Grace, 

Each art of conversation knowing, 

High-bred, elegant Boscaweii ; 

Thrale, in whose espressiye eyes 

Sits a soul aboTB di^uise, 

Skill'd with wit and sense t' impart 

Feelings of a generous heart. 

Lucan, Leveson, Greville, Crewe ; 

Fertile-minded Montague, 

Who makes each rising art her care, 

'And brings her knowledge &om efarl' 

Whilst her tuneful tongue defends 

Authors dead, and absent friends ; 

Bright in genius, pure in fame : — 

Herald, haste, and ttiese pTwXwmV' 
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long, learned alimentations of critics, pro and con, 
that conie with the compass and line in their hands, to 
nseasure right aod wrong, that will decide; no, 'tis 
the genuine, unbiassed, uninfluenced, inward feelings 
of mankind that are the true, infallible test, ultimately, 
of sterling merit. In vain comes Voltaire, with all the 
powers of wit, satire, learning, and art, to knock down 
Shakspeare, and turn him into ridicule ; when he has 
finished hig harangue, Sliakspeare stands just where he 
did — like a rock in the sea; and the universal voice of 
high and low, from their own impressions, without 
attempting to answer him in his own way, give him 
the lie, and send him about bis business. 

And now, Fanny, after this severe lecturing, I shall 
give you a sweetener to make it up with you ; afler 
assuring you it comes from the same sincerity that 
dictated what I have gaid already ; and 1 shall do it 
in the very words I made use of to Daddy Burney on 
Tuesday morning last — that I would ensure the rapid 
and universal success of this woi-k for balf-a-crown ; 
that nothing like it had appeared since Fielding and 
Smollett ; and that you bid fair for becoming the first 
writer of the age in compositions of this kind. 

1 have nothing farther to add, but this piece of 
advice — not to let success intoxicate you, and in- 
fluence you to remit your ardour and industry to be 
perfect. There have been more instances than one, 
■where writers have wrote themselves down, by sloveo- 
liness, laziness, and presuming too much on public 
fevour for what is past. 

Your loving daddy, 

S. C. 



pi 
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Miss F. BiiTJiey to Mr. Crisp. 

April 0. 178a. 

Heartily tlo 1 tliaiik you, my eTer dear daddy, for 
your kind and honourable dealing with me. A lec- 
turing do you call this? Believe me, I am, as yet, so 
far from being " intoxicated with success," that I read 
it with gratitude and wonder ; for I expected much 
more oeverity, and when I received your letters, I was 
almost pick with painful prognostics of your disapproba- 
tion. I shall do the utmost in my power to profit from 
your criticisms, but I can speak to no particulars till I 
come to the places themselves. 

With respect, however, to the great point of Cecilia's 
fortune, I have much to urge in my own defence, only 
now I can spare no time, and I umst frankly coufess 
I shall think I have rather written a farce than a 
serious history, if the whole is to end, like the hack 
Italian operas, with a jolly chorus that makes all par- 
ties good and all parties happy! The petfple I have 
ever met with who have been fond of blood and family, 
have all scouted title when put in auy competition 
with it. How then should these proud Delviles think 
a new-created peei-age any equivalent for calling their 
sons' sons, for future generations, by the name of 
Beverley ? Besides, I think the book, in its present 
conclusion, somewhat original, for the hero and he- 
roine are neither plunged in the depths of misery, nor 
exalted to vnhuman happiness. Is not such a middle 
state more natural, more according to real life, and 
less resembling every other book of fiction ? 

Besides, my owji end will be lost if I change the con- 
clusion, which was chiefly to point out the absurdity 
ami short-sightedness of those nams-compellhig wills. 
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which make it always ]ireBumed a woman marries an 
inferior, since he, not she, is to leave his own family 
in order to be incorporated into hers. 

You find, my dear daddy, I am prepared to fight a 
good battle here ; but I have thought the matter much 
over, and if I am made to give up this point, my wliole 
plan is rendered abortive, and the last page of any 
novel in Mr. Nobie's circulating lihi'ary may serve for 
thalastpageof mine, since a marriage, a reconciliation, 
and some sudden expedient for great riches, concludes 
them all alike. In every thing else you have pointed 
out I shall either wholly change, or greatly alier. And 
I will be very diligent to improve and mend the whole. 
Pray, if any thing more occurs to you, ^vrite it, and 
believe me with the truest gratitude and affection your 
F. B. 



Mrs. Tlirah to Miss Bitrncy. 

Stmitliam, Aiiril 24, 17S2. 

I thought to have seen my sweet Fanny in London 
to-day, instead of her father here, for I was engaged 
to meet my fellow-executors at Robson's upon busi- 
ness; but 'tis all put olf till to-morrow, and so Mr. 
Johnson and Urutcbley came home with me then. 

How does dear Cecilia do at Delvile Castled and 
how does my poor Henrietta get letters to kiss from 
him who seems wholly engaged to her best friend and 
most dangerous rival? What becomes of Lady Ho- i 
noria without scandal and flirtatiou X and when does 
Mr. Monckton bury peevish Lady Margaret and fill 
us with fresh confusion? 

Oh! write away, sweet Burney! I wish I could 
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help you in the manual part. 1 thiuk I could submit 
to be printer's devil, to get a sight of the next volume, 
Terily. 

My lust word pule me in miiid of David Barclay. 
He has sent me the " Apology for the Quakers," and 
thinks to convert me, 1 believe. I have often been 
solicited to change my religion by Papists. Why do 
all the people think me foolisber than i am ? 

So Sir Philip's bill* is past, and I am so glad! Why 
your father says that there would have been a rebellion 
if his bill had not past. A rebellion! and all about 
our dear innocent aweet Sir Philip; who, while his 
humanity is such that iie would scruple no fatigue to 
save the life of a lamb, would have drenched the na- 
tion ill blood withoutever foreseeing, or ever repenting, 
the consequences! What a world do we Hve in! and 
how such things justly operate to make Johnson and 
you, and all observers of life, despise us readers of the 
Punic War, in which, perhaps, the agents we learn the 
names of in Latin, French, and English, were people 
not a whit more respectable than Sir Harbord Harbord 
and Sir Philip Jennings Gierke. 

Miss Sharp will marry the old schoolmaster too ! 
Did yon ever talk to Baretti, or hear him talk, of the 
Tromba Marino man, that the girl in Venice would 
absolutely marry for the comfort of combing his beard ? 

Adieu, my love, I only disturb the Doctor and my 
Tit, and they plague me. 

Adieu, and love your 

H. L. T. 



* Probably tlie biJl allnded to in the remarkable conversation 
betweeu Sir Philip Gierke and Dr. Jolin?oii, reported at pp. 191 
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Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Thursday, 25, 1783. 

Upon my honour then, my dear, 1 have not said half 
of what my heart is full. The Delviles, since 1 wrote 
last, efface every thing else. When I rend the lady's 
character in my own dressing-room, I catch myself 
looking at my mother's picture every moment ; yours 
is so like her in many things. Hobson and Simkina 
are Borongh men, and I am confident they were both 
canvassed last year; they are not representations of 
life, they are the life itself. Even Mr. Briggs, cari- 
cato as he certainly is, won all my esteem by his scene 
with Don Puffendorff, whose misty magnitude was 
never shewn so despicably dropsical before. I was 
happy to see Briggs have the better of him. 

But poor Henrietta! some harm will come to her, I 
see, and break my heart, for she has won it strangely ; 
her innocent love of a character supei'ior in rank and 
fortune to herself, shews her taste and proves her 
merit ; while the delicacy of her mind, ihe diffidence 

arising from I am just ready to order the coach, 

in abort, and fetch her away to Streatham, from that 
most inimitably painted mother, whom Queeny does so 
detest. But she has seized Lady Honona for her fa- 
Tourite, and her saying bow Cecilia's foitune should 
patcli up the old fortifications there about West Wood 
enchanted us both. 

Oh, lovely Burney ! ma che talmto mai .' I will trust 
myself no further on a subject that makes me wild. 

And so your father don't come to-day ; and so I 
must send Daniel back with your sweet manuscript in 
the morning. Very well, he shall take the greatest 
care of it. I had never one in my possession that 
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valued half so much before. Seward only have I said 
any thing about it to. 

Do yon believe that I am steadily set to read " Mar- 
montel" all over again, to see whether, in variety of 
character, comprehension of genius, and elegance of 
touch, he at all erjuals this third volume of my Bur- 
ney'sT 

Here comes your father. What can make him so 
late? Adieu, ever more and more your admirer I 
Can I be more your friend ? 

H. L. T. 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burrtey. 

Tuefitlay Nigbt. 

My eyes red with reading and crying, I stop every 
moment to kiss the hook and to wish it was my Bur- 
ney ! 'Tis the sweetest huok, the most interesting, the 
most engaging. Oh 1 it beats every other book, even 
your own other vols., for " Evelina " was a baby to it. 

Dear channing creature ! do I stop every six pages 
to exclaim ; and my Tit is no less delighted than I ; she 
is run out of the room for a raomenl. But young Del- 
ville is come and Queeny returned, so I leave the pen 
and seize the MSS. 

Such a novel! Indeed, I am seriously and sensibly 
touched by it, and am proud of her friendship who so 
knows the human heart. May mine long bear the in- 
spection of so penetrating, so discriminating an eye ! 

This letter is written by scraps and patches, but 
every scrap is admiration, and every patch tbanks you 
for the pleasure I have received. 1 will say no more ; 
1 cannot say half I think with regard to praise. 

J am sorry Pacchierolti does not come on Thursday, 
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for on Thursday se'iinigtit I am engaged. lu your 
book bis praises will be recorded, and by it tLey will 
be diffused. 

Tbe Belfields are my joy, my delight. Poor Hen- 
rietta ! how I adore her 1 How easily was her eweet 
heart engaged by that noble friend! But 1 have 
finished my book yet ; 'tis late now, and I pant^for 
morning. Nothing but hoarseness made me leave off 
at- all. 

My most ingenious, my most admirable friend, adieu 
If I had more virtue than " Cecilia," I should half fear 
the censures of auch an insight into the deepest re- 
cesses of the mind. Since I have read this volume, I 
have seriously thanked Heaven that all the litter of 
mine was in sight; none huardod in holes, nor hastily 
stuffed into closets. You have long known the worst 
of your admiring 

II. L. T. 



Miss F, Burney to Mr. Crisp. 

Mftj, 178 

Who in the world has a daddy so kind as mine ? I 
cannot, indeed, say half how grateful I am for your 
solicitude for me. All you say about the annuity and 
the money appears to me unanswerably I'ight. 

If I had made a request to you for the sum total of 
my wishes upon your reading this trash, it would have 
been precisely what you have promised voluntarily at 
the end of your letter, — to let me have your real 
opinion, yet not insist, if that opinion is condemnation, 
upon my forbearing to try that of the public : which 1 
now must do, and which my former awccess m^Vsa 
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Bui'ke, the brother of the orator. Miss Palmei', stop- 
piug bini, said, — 

" Are you coming to dine with ui?" 

" No," he RDswered ; " I shall dine at the Star and 
Garter." 

" How did you come — with Mrs. Burke, or alone ? " 

" Alone." 

" What, on liorseiiack ? " 

"Ay, sure!" cried he, laughing; "up mid ride! 
Now's the time." 

And he made a fine Hourish with his hand, and pa^ed 
us. He is just made under-secretary at the Treasury- 
He is a tall and handsome man, and seems to have 
much dry drollery ; but we saw no more of him. 

After our return to the house, and while Sir Joshua 
and I were tHe-h-tete, Lo^l Corke and iny father 
being still walking, aud Miss Palmer having, 1 suppose, 
some orders to give about the dinner, the " Knight of 
Plympton" was desiring my opinion of the prospect 
from his window, and comparing it with Mr. Burke's, 
a^ lie told me after I had spoken it, — when the Bishop 
of St. Asaph and his daughter. Miss Georgiana Shipley, 
were announced. Sir Joshua, to divert himself, in 
introducing me to the bishop, said, " Miss Burney, 
my lord; otherwise, ' Evelina.'" 

The bishop is a well-looking man, and seemed grave, 
quiet, and sensible. I have heard much more of him; 
but nothing more appeared. Miss Georgiana, bow- 
ever, was showy enough for two. She is a very tall, and 
rather handsome girl; but the expression of her face 
is, to me, disagreeable. She has almost a constant 
smile, not of softness, nor of insipidity, but of self- 
sufficiency and internal satisfaction. She is very much 
aecomplhhed, and her fame for painting and for 
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Gcliolarslitp, I know you are well acquainted with. I 
believe her to have very good pans and ranch quick- 
ness ; but she is so full of herself, so earnest to obtain 
notice, and so happy in her confidence of deserving it, 
that I have been not less charmed with any young 
lady I have seen for many a day. I have met with 
her before, at Mrs. Pepys', but never before was intro- 
duced to her. 

Mus Palmer soon joined us; and, in a short time, 
entered more company, — three gentlemen and one 
lady ; but there was no more ceremony used of intro- 
. ductions. The lady, I concluded, was Mrs. Burke, 
wifS of Me Mr. Burke, and was not mistaken. One 
of the gentlemen 1 recollected to be young Burke, her 
son, whom I once met at Sir Joshua's in town, and 
another of them I knew for Mr. Gibbon : but the third 
I had never seen before. 1 had been tuld that the 
Burke was not expected ; yet I could conclude this 
gentleman to be no other; he had just the air, ike 
manner, the appearance, I had prepared myself to look 
for in him, and there was an evident, a striking 
superiority in his demeanour, his eye, his motions, that 
announced him no common man. 

1 could not get at Miss Palmer to satisfy my doubts, 
and we were soon called down-stairs to dinner. Sir 
Joshua and the unknown stopped to speak with one 
another upon the stairs; and, when they followed ns. 
Sir Joshua, in taking his place at the table, asked me 
to sit next to him ; I willingly complied, " And then," 
he added, " Mr, Burke shall sit on the other side of 
you." 

" Oh, no, indeed!" cried Miss Georgiana, who also 
had placed herself next Sir Joshua; "I won't con* . 
sent to that ; Mr. Burke must sit next uic ; I "sqw.'! 
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agree to part wiifi liim. Pray, come and sit down 
quiet, Mr. Burke. " 

Mr. Biirke, — for liim it was, — smiled and obeyed. 

" I only meant," said Sir Joshua, '* to have made 
my peace with Mr. Burke, by giving him that place, 
because he has been scolding me for not introducing 
him to Miss Burney, However, I must do it now ; — 
Mr. Burke!— Miss Burney!" 

We both half rose, and Mr. Burke said, — 

" I have been complaining to Sir Joshua that he left 
me wholly to my own sagacity ; however, it did not 
here deceive me." 

" Oh dear, then," said Miss Georgiana, looking a 
little consternated, " perhaps you won't thank nie for 
calhng you to this place ! " 

Nothing was said, and so we all began dinner, — 
young Burke making himself ray next neighbour. 

Captain PhillipB knows Mr. Burke. Has he or has 
he not told you how delightful a creature he Is ? If he 
has not, pray, in my name, abuse him without mercy ; 
If he has, pray ask if he will subscribe to my account 
of him, which herewith shall follow. 

He is tall, hie figure is noble, his air commanding, 
bis address graceful : his voice is clear, penetrating, 
sonorous, and powerful ; his langu^e is copious, various, 
and eloquent; hia manners are attractive, his conver- 
sation is delightful. 

What says Captain Phillips? Have I chanced to see 
him in his happiest hour? or is be all this in com- 
mon ? Since we lost Garrick I have seen nobody so 
enchanting, 

I can give you, however, very little of what was said, 
for the conversation was not suivie, Mr. Burke darting 
from subject to subject with as much rapidity as enter- 
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tainment. Neither is the charm of liis discourse more 
in the matter than the manner ; all, therefore, that is 
related from hhn loses half its effect in not being 
related hy him, Sucli little sketches as I can recollect 
take however. 

From the window of the dining-parlour, Sir Joshua 
directed us to look at a pretty white house which 
belonged to Lady Di, Beaiiclerk, 

" I am extremely glad," said Mr. Burke, " to see 
her at last so well housed ; poor woman ! the bowl 
has long rolled in misery ; I rejoice that it has now 
found its balaHce. I never, myself, so much enjoyed 
the sight of happiness in another, as in that woman 
when I first saw her after the death of lier husband. It 
was really enlivening to behold her placed in that 
sweet honse, released from all her cares, a thousand 
pounds a-year at her own disposal, and — her husband 
was dead! Oh, it was pleasant, it was delightful to 
see her enjoyment of her situation ! " 

" But, without considering the circumstances," said 
Mr. Gibbon, " this may appear very strange, though, 
when they are fairly stated, it is perfectly rational and 
unavoidable." 

" Very true," said Mr. Burke, " if tlie circumstances 
are not considered, Lady Di, may seem highly repre- 
hensible." 

He then, addressing himself particularly to me, as 
the person least likely to be acquainted with the cha- 
racter of Mr. Beauclerk, drew it himself in strong and 
marked expressions, describing the misery he gave hia 
wife, his singular ill-treatment of her, and the necessary 
relief the death of such a man must give. 

He then reminded Sir Joshua of a day in which they 
had dined at Mr. Beauclerk's, booq a^tex V\a ■m«ma^ 
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with Lord Bolingbroke's divorced wife, in company 
■witli Goldsmith, and told a new stoiy of poor Gold- 
smith's eternal blundering. 

From the Might Honoiirahie Edmund Burke to 

Miss F. Burney. 
Madam, 
I should feel exceedingly to blame if I could refuse 
to myself the natural satisfaction, and to you the juat 
but poor return, of my best thanks for the very great 
instruction and entertainment I have received from the 
new present you have bestowed on the public. There 
are few — I believe I may say fairly there are none at 
all — that will not find themselves better informed con- 
cerning human nature, and iheir stock of observation 
enriched, by reading your " Cecilia." They certainly 
will, let their experience in life and manners be what 
it may. The arrogance of age must submit to be taugiit 
by youth. You have crowded into a few small volumes 
an incredible variety of characters; most of them well 
planned, well supported, and well contrasted with each 
other. If tliere be any fault in this respect, it is one 
in which you are in no great danger of being imitated. 
Justly as your cliaracters are drawn, perhaps they are 
too numerous. But I beg pardon ; I fear it is quite 
in vain to prCHch economy to those who are come 
young to excessive and sudden opulence. 

I might trespass on your delicacy if I should fill my 
letter to you with what I fill my conversation to others. 
I should be troublesome to you alone if I should tell 
yon all I feel and think on the natural vein of humour, 
the tender pathetic, the comprehensive and noble- 
moral, and the sagacious observation, that appear quite 
throagbout tlmt extraordinary performance. 
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In an age distinguished by produciDg extraordinary 
women, I hardly dare to tell you where niy opinion 
would place you amongst them. I respect your mo- 
desty, that will not endure the commendations which 
your merit forces fi'om every body. 

I have the honour to be, with great gratitude, respect, 
and esteem, nmdam, your most obedient and most 
bumble servant, 

EdM. Bl'RKE. 

Wliteliall, JulylH, 1782. 

My best compliments and congratulations to Dr. 
Burney on the great honour acquired to his family. 



Journal Resumed. 

Chesingtok, Monday, August 12th. — I set out 
for this ever dear place, accompanied by Edward, who 
was sent foi' to paint Mr. Crisp for my father. I am 
sure you will rejoice in this. I was a little dumpish 
in the journey, for I seemed leaving my Susan again. 
However, I read a " Rambler" or two, and " composed 
the harmony of ray temper," as well as I could, for the 
sake of Edward, who was not only faultless of this, but 
who is, I almost think, faultless of all thiugs. I have 
thought liim more amiable and desei'ving than ever, 
since this last sojourn under the same roof with him ; 
and, as it happened, I have owed to him almost all the 
comfort I have this time met with here. 

We came in a chaise, which was well loaded with 
canvasses, pencils, and painting materials; for Mr. 
Gi'isp was to be three times painted, and Mrs. Grast 
once. My sweet father came down Gascoign Lane to 
meet us, in very good spirits and very good healtli. 
Next came dear Daddy Crisp, looking vastly -w^VV,* 
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as usual, high in glee and kindness at the meeting. 
Tlien the affectionate Kitty, the good Mrs. Hamilton, 
t(i« geittic Miss Young, and the enthusiastic Mrs. Gast. 

The instant dinner was over, to my utter euqirise 
and consternation, I was called into the room ap- 
propriated for Edward and his pictures, and informed 
I was to sit to him for Mr. Crisp! Remonetrances 
were unavailing, and declarations of aversion to the 
design were only ridiculed; both daddies interfered, 
Snd, when I ran off, brought nie back between tliem, 
and compelled my obedience; — and from that time to 
this, nothing has gone forward hut picture-sitting, 
* # # * # 

Now to the present state of things and people. 

My father is all himself — gay, facile, and sweet. 
He comes to all meals, writes without toiling, and 
gives ue more of hia society than he has done many 
years. His third volume he is not tied down to pro- 
duce at any stated time, and he has most wisely re- 
solved not to make any promises to the public about 
it, nor to take in any subscriptions, but to keep free 
from all engagement. 

A serious piece of intelligence has given, does give, 
and long must give me the utmost concern and sorrow.- 
My dear Mrs. Thrale, the friend, though not the most 
dear friend of my heart, is going abroad for three 
years certain. This scheme has been some time in 
a sort of distant agitation, but it is now brought to 
a resolution. Much private business belongs to it 
relative to her detestable lawsuit; but much private 
inclination is also joined with it relative to her long 
wishing to see Italy. I have determined, therefore, to 
do all in my power to hear this blow steadily; and the 
remembrance how very much I suffered when such an 
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one was formerly thought of, makes me suppress all 
my regret, and drive the subject from luy inind by 
every method in my power, that I may save myself 
fi-om again experiencing such unavailing concern. The 
thought, indeed, that she wishes to go, would reconcile 
me to a yet longer absence, by making me feel that my 
OWD sorrow is merely selfish. 

Streatham, — ray other home, and the place where I 
have long thought my residence dependent only upon 
my own pleasure, and where, indeed, 1 have received 
such as my bther and you alone could niake greater, — 
is already let for three years to Lord Shelburne. If I 
was to begin with talking of my loss, my strangeness, 
I had almost said, for these three years, I should never 
Lave done, and only make us both melancholy; so 
nothmg will I say about the matter, but that you, 
tender and libei-al as you are, will he almost my only 
friend who will not rejoice iu this separation, as the 
moat effectual means of keeping me more in London ; 
though you, my Susy, will be, perhaps, the most 
sincerely gratified by what additional time it may 



Mr. Cfisji to Misa JiiiTiiey. 
My dear Fannikiu, 
1 defeired a return of my most sincere thanks and 
acknowledgments, both for your highly agreeable pre- 
sent and your two kind short notes, till I had twice read 
over, and thoroughly, nay, severely considered the 
first. Don't be surprised at so harsh an adverb. I 
was resolved to put myself in the place of an unin- 
fluenced, yawning, fastidious reader, that takes up a 
new book with careless indifference, expecting fi-om 
a novel nothing more than the usual common- \ilace 
trash they abound with. 
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In this state of mind I endeavoured at digesting 
myeeif, as well as I could, of all remembrance of the 
work, and all partiality for the author. To do this 
completely was indeed impossible ; but still it was 
something to be continually saying to myself, after I 
had read a. chapter, How will this go down ? What 
will the Dmititude, who care not a straw for author or 
bookseller, or any thiug but their own immediate 
amusement, say of if? These were my queries to 
myself. If I could have given a. positive and certain 
answer to tliem, that answer would have determined 
the fate of the book, and the character of the author's 
abilities ; for these are the people (not a few, nay, even 
a numerous partial set of friends) that ultimately can 
and do decide. 

The tribunal of the Inquisition itself is not more 
inflexible than 1 endeavoured to he on this occaaiou. 
Every other mode of proceeding is only delusive, and 
what is called making one's market at home. 

What was the result of these my meditations ? To 
enter into particulars would be endless ; but the sum 
total amounts to this — a full, unlimited coniirmatioa 
of my warm approbation of the whole work together, 
and a positive declaration of the improvements it has 
received, beyond all expcclation: — greatly and judi- 
ciously compressed ; long conversations curtailed ; se- 
Tcral incidents much better managed ; and the winding 
up beyond all compare, more happy, more judicious, 
more satisfactory. Many particulars, which I did 
not quite relish are softened off to a degree that, 
if [ do not perfectly assent to, I hardly know how 
to condemn, particularly in the instance of Old Del- 
Tilc, in whom (without departing from his original 
character, which would have been unpardonable) 
j'ou bare found means, fairly accounted ^qt, \.o -mftlt 
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dowH some of that senseless, obstinate, inherent pride, 
which, if still kept up to its height, would have ren- 
dered miserable those who ought to have been dearest 
to him, and have established him, (whicli would have 
been a gi-eat impropriety) without any necessity, 
(young Delrile's father, and the excellent Mrs. Del- 
vile'a husbandl the most hateful of beings. 

These, my dear Fannikiii, without the least favour 
or affectiou, ure my sincere sentiments ; and, if I know 
myself, would be such if I had met with the book 
without any name to it. At the same time, to evince 
my sincerity, and that you may not think I mean, 
eycoph ant-like, to turn about and recant, in order to 
swim with the wind and tide that brings you (as I 
hear) clouds of incense from every quarter — to avoid 
this scandalous imputation, 1 do declare that I must 
adhere to my former sentiments on some pavls of the 
work, particularly the loss of Cecilia's estate. 

But don't think I pretend to set up against the public 
voice my trumpery objection, which, even if well 
founded, would be a mere dust in the balance. So 
much at present for " Cecilia." 

Now, Pannikin, 1 must remind you of your promise, 
which was to come to your loving daddy when you 
could get loose. Look ye, Fanny, I don't mean to 
cajole you hither with the expectation of amusement or 
entertainment. You and I know better than to hum 
or be hummed in that manner. If you come here, 
come to work, — work hard — slick to it. This is the 
faarvest-time of your life; your aun shines hot; lose 
not a moment, then, but make your hay directly. 
"Touch the yellow boys," as Briggs says, — "grow 
warm ;" make the booksellers come down handsomely 
— count the ready — the chink. Do bat feftiiwe, "Wa j 
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one poipt while it is in your power, and all tilings else 
shall be added unto thee. 

I talked to your doctor daddy on the subject of dis- 
posing of your money ; and we both agreed in the 
project of a well-secured annuity ; and in the mean- 
time, till that could be procured, that the ready should 
be vested in the three per cent annuities, that it might 
produce something; and he promised to advance, to 
make even money. 

* # * # • 

S. C. 



3liss Burney to Mrs. Tkrale. 



I have been kept in hot water, in defiance of snow, 
till I heard from ray dearest Tyo ; and if you do like 
the book, I am gratified to my heart's content ; and if 
you only say you do, to have it so said is very delight- 
flil, for your wish to give me pleasure would give it, if 
you hated all I ever wrote. 

So you are all for the heroine and Miss Larolles? 
Mr. Crisp was for the heroine and Mrs. Delvile. My 
father likes the imperious old gentleman ; my mother 
is all for the Harrels. Susan and Charlotte have not 
seen a word. If it does but attract, as dear Dr. J. 
says, I am happy, be it which way it will. Why do 
yon lament Gosport? he is clever, but an elderly inaii 
from the first, and no rival. 

Adieu, my sweetest of friends. To-morrow I spend 
with Mrs. Ord. Friday, if there comes a dry frost, to 
you will run your own 

F. B. 



1782] 



OF THE AI'TIIOR Oi- EVELINA. 



Miss Burneif to Mr, Crisp. 



Oct. 15, 1782. 
# * * # # 

I am very sorry you could not come to Btreatbiiin 
at the time Mrs. Thrale hoped to see you, for when 
shall we be likely to meet there again 1 You would 
iiave been much pleased, I am sure, by meeting with 
General Paoli, who Hpent the day there, and was ex- 
tremely comnmuicative and agreeable. 1 had seen 
him in large companies, but was never made known to 
him before ; nevertheless, he conversed with me as if 
well acquainted not only with myself, but my con- 
nexions, — inquiring of me when I had last seen Mi^. 
Montagu ? and calling Sir J oshua Reynolds, when he 
epoke of him, my friend. He is a very pleasing man, 
tall and genteel iu his pei-son, remarkably well bred, 
and very mild and soft in liis manners. 

I will try to give you a little specimen of his con- 
versation, because 1 know you love to hear particulars 
of all out-of-the-way persons. His English is blunder- 
ing, but not unpretty. Speaking of his first acquaint- 
ance with Mr. Boswell, — 

" He came," he said, " to my country, and he 
fetched me some letter of recommending him; but I 
was of the belief he might be an impostor, and I sup- 
posed, in my niinte, he was an espy ; for I look away 
from him, and in a moment I look to bim again, and 1 
behold his tablets. Oh ! he was to the work of writing 
down all I say ! Indeed 1 was angry. But soon I dis- 
cover he was no impostor aud no espy ; and I only 
find I was myself the monster he had come to discern. 
Ob, — is a very good man; I love him indeed; ao 
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cheerful 1 so gay ! so pleasant ! hut at the firstj oh ! I 
wae indeed angry." 

After this he told us a story of an expectation he had 
had of being robbed, and of the protection he found 
from a very large dog that he is very fond of. 

" I walk out," he said, " in the night ; I go towards 
the field; I behold a man — oh, ugly one ! I proceed — ' 
lie follow; I go on — lie address me, ' Yon have one ' 
dog,' he says. ' Yes,' say 1 to him. ' Is a fierce dogi' 
he says; 'is he fiery?' ' Yes,' reply !, 'he can bite.' 
' I would not attack in the night,' says he, ' a house to 
have such d<^ in it.' Then I conclude he was a 
breaker ; so I turn to him — oh, very rough ! not gentle 
■ — and I say, very fierce, ' He shall destroy you, if you 
are ten!'" 

Afterwards, speaking of the Irish giant, who is now 
shewn in town, he said, — 

" He is so lai^G I am as a baby! I look at him — 
oh I I find myself so little as a child ! Indeed, my 
indignation it rises when I see him hold up liis hand so 
high, [ am as nothing; and I find myself in the 
power of a man who fetches from me half a crown." 

This language, which is all spoke very pompously by 
him, sounds comical from himself, though I know not , 
liow it may read. 

Adieu, my dear and kind daddy, and believe me 
your ever obliged and ever affectionate 

F. B. 



PART IV. 

1792. 



CONTENTS. 

Dr. Johnson — The Pepyses — The Rooms at Brighton — JMr. Coxe 
— A Literary Milliner — A Ball— Dr. Johnson and Mr. Pep}*3 — 
Discussion on Wit — Confounding Words with Things — Sar- 

, castle Repartees — Lady Borlase Warren— A Story: Way to* 
Preserve 50,000Z. — ^A Cool Request— Bringing up a Child Stout 
— Character of Lady Rothes — Dr. Johnson— Consequences of 
his Severity— His Hatred of being Alone — Lord and Lady de 
Ferrers — Miss EUerker — Dr. Johnson^s Declaration that he 
never saw a Word of "Cecilia" till it was Printed— Mr. Met- 
calfe — Newmarket Hill— Miss Monckton, afterwards Countess- 
of Cork— Her Parties— Description of Her— Anecdote of the 
Duke of Devonshire— Madame de Genlis*s " Adele et Theodore" 
— Party at Mrs. Thrale's — Watching for a Snug Chat. 



DIARY AND LETTERS [ParT IV. 



1782. 



Journal Resumpd. 

Brighthelmstone, Oct. "iSTH. — My journey was 
incldentless ; but the nioraent 1 came into Brightbelm- 
stone I was met by Mrs. Tbrale, who had moat eagerly 
been waiting for me a long while, and therefore I 
disiDonnted, and walked home with her. It would 
be very superfluous to tell you how she received me, 
for you cannot but know, from her impatient letters, 
what I bad reason to expect of kindness and welcome. 

I was too much tired to choose appearing at dinner, 
and therefore eat ray eat up staire, and was then deco- 
rated a little, and came fortli to tea. 

Mr, Harry Cotton and Mr. Swinerton were both 
here, Mrs. Tbrale said they almost lived with her, 
and therefore were not to be avoided, but declared she J 
bad refused a flaming party of blues, for fear I should I 
think, if I met them just after my journey, she was I 
playing Mrs. Harrel. 1 

Dr. Johnson received me too with his usual good- 
ness, and with a salute so loud, that the two young 
beaus. Cotton and Swinerton, have never done laugh- 
ing about it. 

Mrs. Tbrale spent two or three hours in my room, 
talking over nil her affairs, and then we wislied each 



2782] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELIXA. 159 

Other bon repos, and — retired. Grandisslma con- 
clusion ! 

Oh, but let me not forget that a fine note came from 
Mr. Pepyg, who is here with his &mtly, saying he was 
presse de mere, and intreating to see Mrs. and Miss T., 
Sr. Johnson,. and Cecilia, at his house the next day. 
I bate mightily this method of naming; me from my 
heroines, of whose honour I think I am more jealons 
than of my own. 

Oct, 27tb. — The Pepys came to visit me in form, 
bnt I was dressing; in the evening, however, Mrs. 
and Miss T. took me to them. Dr. Jolinson would 
not go; he told me it was my day, and I should he 
crowned, for Mr. Pepys was wild abcmt " Cecilia." 

" However," he added, "do not hear too much of it; 
but when he has talked about it for an hour or so, tell 
him to have done. There is no other way." 

A mighty easy May, this! however, 'tis what he 
literally practises for himself. 

We found at Mr. Pepys' nobody hut his wile, his 
brother. Dr. Pepys, and Dr. Pepya' lady, Countess of 
Rothes, Mr. Pepys receivetl me with such distinction, 
that it was very evident how much the book, with the 
most flattering opinion of it, was in his bead; bow- 
ever, be behaved very prettily, and only mentioned it 
by allusions ; most particularly upon the character of 
Meadows, which he took various opportunities of pro- 
nouncing to be the " best hit possible" upon the 
present race of fine gentlemen. He asked me whether 
I had met with Mrs. Cbaponc lately ; and when I said 
no, told me he had two letters ti-om her, all about me, 
which he must communicate to me. 

We did not stay with them long, but called upon 
Miss Benson, and proceeded to the Rooms. Ms.^t-^-^* 
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was very unwilling to part with us, and 
frighten me from going, by saying, — 

" And has Miss Burney courage to venture to the 
Rooms 1 I wonder she dares ! " 

I did not seem to understand him, though to mistake 
him was impossible. However, I thought of him again 
when I was at the rooms, for most violent was the 
staring and whispering as I passed and repassed ; inso- 
much that I shall by no means be in any haste to go 
again to them. Susan and Sophy Thrale, who were 
with their aunt, Mrs. Scot, told Queeny, upon our re- 
turn, that they heard nothing said, whichever way 
they turned, but "That's she!" "That's the famous 
Mies Burney!" I shall certainly escape going any 
more, if it is in my power. 

Lady Shelley and Lady Poole were there, and were 
very civil, and looked very pretty. There was also a 
Mr. Coxe, brother to the writer, a very cultivated man, 
a great scholar, a poet, a critic, and very soft-mamiered 
and obliging. He is, however, somewhat stiff and 
affected, and rather too plaintive in his voice. 

MoNDAv, Oct. 28th. — Mr. Pepys had but just left 
me, when Mrs. Thrale sent Susan with a particular 
request to see me in her dressing-room, where I found 
her with a milliner. 

"Oh, Miss Burney," she cried, "I could not help 
promising Mrs. Cockran that she should have a sight 
of you — she has begged it so hard." 

You may believe 1 stared ; and the woman, whose 
eyes almost looked ready to eat me, eagerly came up 
to me, exclaiming, — 

" Oh, ma'am, you don't know what a favour this is, 
to see you ! I have longed for it so long I. It is quite 
.1 comfort to me. indeed. Oh, ma'am, how clever you 
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must be ! Ail the ladies I deal with are quite dis- . 
tracted about 'Cecilia,' — and I got it myself. Oh, 
ma'am, how sensible you must be ! It does my heart 
good to see you." 

Did you ever hear the like? 'Tiras impossible not 
to laugh, and Mrs. Thrale has done nothiug else ever 
since. 

At dinner, we had Dr. Delap and Mr. Selivyn, who 
accompanied us in the evening to a ball ; as did also 
Dr. Johnson, to the universal amazement of all who 
saw him there ; — but he said he had found it so dull 
being quite alone the preceding evening, that he deter- 
mined upon going with us; " for," he said, " it cannot 
be worse than being alone." 

Strange that lie Bhould think so! I am sure I am 
not of his mind. 

Mr. H. Cotton and Mr. Swinerton of course joined 
U8 immediately. We had hardly been seated five mi- 
nutes before Mr. Selwyn came to me, from some other 
company he had joined, and said, — 

" I think you don't choose dancing, ma'am?" 

" No," I answered. 

" There ie a gentleman," he added, "who is very 
ambitious of the honour of dancing with yon; but 
I told him I believed you would not dance." 

I assured him lie was right. 

There v/as, indeed, do need of my dancing by way of 
attraction, as I saw, again, so much staring, I scarce 
knew which way to look ; and every glance i met waa 
followed by a whisper from the glancer to his or 
her party. It was not, indeed, quite so bad as on 
Sanday, as the dancers were something to look at 
besides me ; but I was so very much watched, and 
almost pointed at, that I have resoWed Ifi ^q ■(vq 
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more, neither to balls nor Rooms, if 1 can possibly 
avoid it. 

L»dy Shelley, who spied us out, sent ns an invitation I 
to her party, and we all paraded to the top of the , 
room, which iu these places is the post of honour. 
There we found ako Mrs. Hatsel, Mrs. Dickens, and I 
Miss Benson, and we all drank tea together. Dr. 
Johnson was joined by a friend of his own, Mr. Met- 
calf, and did tolerably well. 

Oct. 29th. — We had a large party at home in 
the evening, consisting of Lady Shelley, Mr. and 
Mrs. Hatspl, Mrs. and Miss Dickens, Miss Benson, 
H. Cotton, Mr. Swinerlon, Mr. Pepys, and Mr. Coxe, 
Mr. Selwyn is gone away to town upon business. I 
was presently engaged by Mr. Pepys, and he was 
joined by Mr. Coxe, and he by Miss Benson. Poor 
Miss Dickens was also in our circle; but If I had not \ 
made her some sport by occasional ridiculous whis- 
pers, she would certainly have gone to sleep, as no one 
else noticed her, and as not a word was said in whicti ' 
she had any chance of taking any interest, Mr. Pepys 
led the conversation, and it was all npon criticism 
and poetry, and such subjects as she had no chance 
to care for. But I kept her avrake by applying to her 
from time to time, to give us an epigram of Martial, 
a quotation from Ovid, a few lines of Homer, and swch 
sort of impracticable requests, which served to divert 
her lassitude and ennui of all else that was said. The . 
conversation, however, grew so very bookish, I was j 
ashamed of being one in it, and not without reason, as 
every body, out of that party, told me afterwards, 
" they had been afraid of approaching me, I was so 
well engaged;" and the odd Dr. Delap told me the 
next morning, thtt Lady Shelley had complained she 
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could not venture fo speak wilh me, I was " sur- 
rounded by so many, and all prostrate!" 

TliU is just the sort of stuff 1 wish to avoid, aud, as 
&r as I can, I do avoid ; but wholly It is not possible. 

Mr, Coxe repeated several of his own compositions 
in verse, and in such melting strains, I thought he 
would have wept over them! When I got from that 
get, Mr. Halsel said to me, — 

" Pray, Misa Burney, whstt was all that poetry 
you have been repeating ? I was quite grieved to be 
out of the way of hearing it." 

" Not me, sir, it was Mr. Coxe." 

" And what was the poem?" 

" Something of his own, sir. 

Oh, how he stared and looked! I saw he longed 
to say wicked things, but I would not encourage 
him, for the poems were pretty, though the man was 
conceited. 

Poor Mr. Pepys had, however, real cause to bemoan 
my escape; for the little set was broken up by my 
retreat, and he joined Dr. Johnson, witii whom he 
entered into an ai^umciit upon some lines of Gray, 
and upon Pope's definition of wit, in which he was sa 
roughly confuted, and so severely ridiculed, that he 
was hurt and piqued beyond all power of disguise, 
and, in the midst of the discourse, suddenly turned 
from him, and, wishing Mrs. Thrale good night, very 
ahruptiy withdrew. 

Dr. Johnson was certainly right with respect to the 
argument and to reason; but his opposition was so 
warm, and bis wit so satirical and exulting, that I 
was really quite grieved to see how unamiahle he 
appeared, and how greatly he mode himself dreaded 
by all, and by many abhorred. What ijil^ \Va\.'^M| 
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will not curb the vehemence of his love of victory and 
superiority ! 

The sum of the dispute was this. Wit being talked 
of, Mr. PepyB repeated,— 

" True wit is Nature to advnntage dreas'd, 
What oft was thought, but ne'er so well ezpreu'd." 

" That, sir," criad Dr, Johcfion, " is a defioitioa 
both false and fooliEh. Let wit be dressed how it will, 
it will equally be wit, and neither the more nor the 
less for any advantage dress can give it." 

Mr. JP. But, sir, may not wit be so ill expressed, 
and so obscure, by a bad speaker, as to be lostt 

Dr. J. The fault, then, sir, must be with the 
hearer. If a man cannot distinguish wit from words, 
he little deserves to hear it. 

Mr. P. But, sir, what Pope means- 

Dr. J. Sir, what Pope means, if be means what 
he says, is both false and foolish. In the firet place* 
' what oft was thought,' is all the worse lor being often 
thought, because to be wit, it ought to be newly 
thought. 

Mr. P. But, sir, 't is the expressiou makes it 
new. 

Dr, J. How can the expression make it new? It 
may make it clear, or may make it elegant ; but how 
new ? You are confounding words with things. • 

Mr. P. But, sir, if one man says a thing very ill, 
may not another man say it so much better that 

Dt. J. That other man, sir, deserves but small 
praise for the amendment ; lie is but the tailor to the 
first man's thoughts. 

Mr. P. True, sir, he may be but the tailor; but 
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then the difference is ad great as betweeo a man iu a. 
gold lace suit and a ninn in a blanket. 

Dr. J. Just 30, sir, I thank yoa for that : the differ- 
ence is precisely such, since it consists neither in the 
gold lace suit nor the blanket, bnt in the man by whom 
they are worn. 

This was the sammary ; the various contemptuous 
sarcasms intermixed would fill, and very unpleasan[ly, 
a quire. 

Wednesday, Oct. 30th. — Intheei'eniog we all went 
to Mrs. Hatsel's, where tliere was a large party i the 
Countess Rothes, Lady Shelley, Lady Warren, formerly 
MisB ClaTering, Miss Benson, Mrs. and Misa Dickens, 
H. Cotton, Mr. Swinerton, two Bartons, the Ilatsels, 
and Mrs. and MissThrale. Dr. Johnson was not in- 
vited. We had a very good evening ; but that I had a 
vile cold, and could not quit the tire a moment. 

Lady Warren is immensely tall, and extremely beau- 
tiful : she is now but just nineteen, though she has been 
married two or three years. She is giddy, gay. chatty, 
good-humoured, and a little affected ; she hazards all 
that occurs to her, seems to think the world at her 
feet, and is so young, and gay, and handsome, that 
she is not much mistaken. She is, in short, an inferior 
Lady Honoria Pemberton : somewhat beneath her in 
parts and understanding, but strongly in that class of 
character. I had no conversiition with her myself; 
but her voice is loud and deep, and all she said was for 
the whole room. 

Take a trait or two, which I think will divert my 
daddy Crisp, Marriages being talked of, 

" I'll tell you," cried she, " a story; that is, it sha'n't 
be a story, but a fact. A lady of my acquaintance, 
who had 50,000/. fortune, ran away to Scot-Vw.vi'N^JAi*. 
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gentlem&u slie liked vastly ; so she was a little doubt- 
ful of hiui, and had a. uiiad to try hiin : so when they 
stopped to dine, and change horecs, and all that, she 
said, ' Now, as I have a great regard for you, I dare 
say you have for me ; so I will tell you a secret : I 
have got no fortune at all, in reality, but only 6000^. ; 
for all the rest is a mere pretence: but if you like me 
for myself, and not for my fortune, you won't miud 
that.' So the gentleman said, ' Oh, I don't regard it at 
all, and you are the same charming angel that ever you 
was,' and all those sort of things that people say to 
one, and then went out to see about the chaise. So he 
did not come back ; but when dinner was ready, the 
lady said, ' Pi-ay, where is he?' ' Lor, ma'am,' said 
they, ' why, that gentleman has been gone ever so 
long!' So she came hack by herself; and now she's 
married to somebody else, and has her 50,000/. fortune 
all safe." 

Lady Warren was extremely smitten with Mrs. 
Thrale, and talked to her almost incessantly, though 
they had never before met ; but in the end of the even- 
ing, when Mrs. T. mentioned that she was going the 
next luurning to make a visit at Lewes 

" Oh," cried her ladyship, " I have a great mind to 
beg a favour of you then." 

" Pray do, ma'am," said Mrs. Thrale, " I shall 
think it an honour to giant it." 

" Oh, but it 's such on odd thing — its quite an odd 
request ; but it is for a place in your coach." 

" My coach shall be very much at your ladyship's 
I beg you will make what use of it you 



" Why, you must know it is to carry a little dog for I 
e to Lewes. It belongs to Dr. Poole, and he 'U quite 
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break his heart if I don't send it him ; so I 'U part with 
it at once before I grow too fond of it." 

This was, indeed, an odd request to a new acquaint- 
ance, and to a Welsh woman, as Mrs. Thrale said 
afterwards. The look of her eye the moment she heard 
it made Lady Warren colour violently ; but she an- 
swered with great good humour, — 

" Suppose your ladyship was to do me the honour 
to go too, and so carry your little dog yourself?" 

Lady Warren evidently understood her, and began 
many apologies; but said she was engaged herself to 
spend the morning at Lady Dashwood's." 

" I had hoped," said Mrs. Thrale, " your ladyship 
had meant your little boy; for I should have been 
very proud to have been trusted with him ; but I 
suppose you could not spare him so long." 

She has one child, of ten weeks old, of which she is 
doatingly fimd. 

" Oh, no," she answered eagerly, " not for half an 
hour. I shall never trust him away from me till he is 
eight years old, and then I shall send him to sea. He 
shall be Irue blue. I bring him up very stont. He 
sucked a hare bone for dinner to-day." 

" A hare hone for a child of ten weeks old ! " 

" Oh, he liked it vastly. He laughed and crowed 
the whole time. I often have veal stewed into good 
strong broth for him." 

Her husband. Sir John Borlase Warren, is iu the 
navy. JMrs. Thrale soon saw that though she was 
careless and unthinking, she did not mean to be in- 
solent, 80 that she afterwards very gracefully offered to 
carry the dog, and assured her nobody would more 
carefully perform her commission. She thought, 
however, better of the matter than to send klm.. 
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and 9)ie told Mrs. Huteel she found she was " ia a 
scrape." 

Mj own chat was all with Mrs. Hateel or Lady 
Rotbes, witli whom I never spoke before, though £ 
liave often seen her. The talk was by no niean& 
writable ; but very pleasant. Lady Rothea is sociBble, 
lively, sensible, geutle, and amiable. She, Lady 
Shelley, and Mrs. Hatsel, are all of the same cast; but 
l.ady Rothes iu understanding seems to have the ad- 
vantage. In manners it would be hard to say which 
excelled. 

Thursday, Oct. 31st. — A note came this morning 
to invite ns all, except Dr. Johnson, to Lady Rothes's. 
Dp. Johnson has tortured poor Mr. Pepya so much 
that I fancy her ladyship omitted him in compliment 
to her brother-in-law. She mentions me in the civilest 
terms ; and, as I like her much, 1 will hide my blushes 
and recollect them. 

" May I flatter myself that Miss Bumey will do me 
the favour to accompany you ? I shall be much obliged 
and particularly happy to cultivate so charming an 
acquaintance." 

There 's a Countess for you ! Does not she deserve 
being an Earl ? for sueh in tact she in, hein^ Countess 
ID her own right, and giving her own name to her 
children, who, though sons and daughters of Mr. 
Evelyn and Dr. Pepys, — for she has been twice 
married, — are called, the eldest Lord Lesley, and the 
rest the Honourable Mr. Lesleys, and Lady Harriet and 
Lady Mary. 

At noon, Mr. Pepys called and found only mc, and 
sate witli me till dressing- time. He brought nie a 
hook I was very glad to see. He has collected into one 
voiume all the political works of Mr. Burke, and has 
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marked in the margin all the pasaagea that will be 
entertain in ^ or instructive to non-politicians. They 
are indeed charming, eloquent, spirited, rational, yet 
BentTmenta]. He told me he had two long letters from 
Mrs. Chapone to shew me, all about me and mine, bnt 
be had them not in his pocket. 

At Lady Rothes's we met only her doctor, and Mr. 
and Mrs. Pepys. The talk was all literary, but not 
pedantic ; and the evening was very agreeable. 

Fhidas, Nov. 1st. — We spent at home with only 
our two young bcnus. I was quite glad of not going 
ont ; for, though the places have done very well, and 
been very lively when we have assembled at them, 1 
have been heartily tired of auch perpetual prepavation, 
dressing, and visiting. 

Satdhday, Nov. 2d. — ^\Ve went to Lady Shelley's. 
Dr. Johnson, again, excepted in the invitation. He 13 
almost constantly omitted, either from too much respect 
or too much fear, 1 am sorry for it, as he hatea being 
alone, and as, though he scolds the others, he is well 
enough satistied himself; and, having given vent to all 
his own occasional anger or ill-humotir, lie is ready to 
begin again, and is never aware that those who have 
so been " downed" by him, never can much covet so 
triumphant a visitor. In contests of wit, the victor ta 
as ill off in future consequences as tlie vanquished in 
present ridicule. 

Monday, Not. 4th. — ^This was a grand and busy 
day. Mr. Swinerton has been some time arranging a 
meeting for all our house, with I^dy De Ferrara, whom 
you mav remember as Charlotte EUerkcr, and her lord 
and sisters: and this morning it took place, by mutual 
^tpotntment, at his lodgings, where we met to break- 
fest. Dr. Johnson, who already knew Lord De Femva., 
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and Mrs. and Miss Tlirale, and myself, iiirived first ; 
and then came tlie Lord and Lady, and Miss Ellerker 
and her youngest sister, Harriet. Lord De Ferrars is 
very ngly, but extremely well-bred, gentle, unassum- 
ing, sensible, and pleasing. His lady is much im- 
proved since we knew her in former day8, and seems 
good-humoured, lively, and rather agreeable. Miss 
Ellerker is nothing altered. 

I happened to be standing by Dr. Johnson when all 
the ladies came in ; but, as I dread him before strangers, 
from the staring attention lie attracts both for litmself 
and all with whom he talks, I endeavoured to change 
my ground. However, he keptprating a sort of comical 
nonsense that detained me some minutes whether 1 
would or not ; but when we were all taking ptoces at 
the breakfast table I made another effort to escape. It 
proved vain ; he di-ew his chaii- next to mine, and went 
rattling on in a humonrous sort of comparison he was 
drawing of himself to me, — not one word of which 
could I enjoy, or can I remember, from the hurry I 
was in to get out of his way. In short, I felt so 
awkward from being thus marked out, that I was 
reduced to whisper a request to Mr. Swlnerton to put 
a chair between ns, for which I presently made a 
space: for I have often known him slop all conver- 
sation witli me, when he has ceased to have me for his 
next neighbour. Mr. Swinerton, who is an extremely 
good-natured young man, and so intimate here that I 
make no scruple with him, iustantly complied, and 
placed himself between us. 

But no sooner was tliis done, than Dr. Johnsou, half 
seriously, and very loudly, took him to task. 

"Hownow,sir! what do you mean by this? Would 
you separate nie from Miss Burney ?" 
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Mr. Swinerton, a little startled, began some 
ftud Mrs. Tlirale winked at Kim to give up tlie place ; 
but he was willing to oblige me, though he grew 
more and more frightened every minute, and coloured 
violently as the Doctor continued his remonstrance, 
which he did with rather unmerciful raillery, upon his 
taking advantage of being in his own house to thus 
supplant him, and crow ; hut when he had borne it for 
about ten minutes, his face became so hot with the fear 
of hearing something worse, that he ran from the field, 
and took a chair between Lady De Ferrars and Mrs, 
TlirEle. 

1 think I shall take warning by this fiiilure, to trust 
only to my own expedients for avoiding his public 
notice in future. However it stopped here; for Lord 
De Ferrare came in, and took the disputed place with- 
out knowing of the contest, and all was quiet. 

All that passed afterwards was too general and too 
common to be recollected. 

I walked out afterwards, up Newmarket Hill, with 
Mrs. Thrale and Mr. Swinerton. This young man is 
very sweet tempered, and good, and soft-hearted; but 
alas! he is also soft-headed. 

We met, upon the Newmarket Hill, a. large troop of 
horse and a pack of hounds returning from hunting. 
Among the gentlemen one stopped Mr. Swinerton, who, 
we were told, is the object here at this time, — Mr. 
Kaye of the dragoons, — a baronet's son, and a very 
tall, handsome, and agreeable-looking young man; 
and, as the folks say, it is be for whom all the belles 
here are sighing. I was glad to see he seemed quite 
free from the nonchalaute impertinence of the times. 

At dinner we had Mr. Swinerton and Mr. Selwyn, 
who is just returned. 
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Miss Tlirale, who bad metwitbMis^ Benson, brought 
me a long message from her, that J had used her very 
ill, and would make lier no reparation ; ibr she had 
been readiug my book till she was so blind with erring, 
she Itad distigured herself in such & manner she could 
not dress, and must give up going to the ball in the 
evening, though it was the last; and though she had 
not yet near come to the end, she was so knocked op 
with blubbering, sbe must give np every engagement 
ia order to go on with It, being quite unfit for any 
thing ehe ; but slie desired Miss Tbrale to tell me she 
thought it vei-y unwarrantable in me to put her nerves 
in such a state! 

"Ay," cried Dr. Johnson, "some people want to 
make out some credit to me from the little rogue's 
book. I was told by a gentleman this morning, that 
it was a very fine book, if it was all her own. • It is 
all her own,' said 1, ' for me, 1 am sure, for I never 
saw one word of it before it was printed.'" 

This gentleman I have good reason to believe is 
Mr. Meicalf. Capt. Phillipi I dare say remembers that 
he supped with us at Sir Joshua Reynolds the evening 
that James came from Portsmouth. He is much with 
Dr. Johnson, but seems to have taken an unaccountable 
dislike to Mrs. 'i'hrale, to whom he never speaks. 1 
have seen him but once or twice myself; and 39 be is 
dry, and I am shy, very little has passed between us. 

When all our company was gone, late as it was, it 
was settled we should go to the bail, the last for the 
season being this night. My own objections about 
going not being strong enough to combat ihc ado my 
mentioning them would have occasioned, I joined in 
the party without demur. We all went but Dr. 
Johnson. 
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The ball was half over, aniX all the company seated 
to tea. Mr. Wade* eame to receive us all, as usual, 
and we had a table procured for us, and went to tea 
onrselves, for something to do. When this repast was 
over, the company returued to th«ii* recreation. The 
room was very thin, and almost half tlie ladies danced 
with one another, though there were men enough pre- 
sent, I believe, had they chosen sucli exertion ; but the 
Meadowscs at balls are in crowds. Some of the ladies 
were in riding habito, and they made admirable men. 
Tis tannitk to be £u much undressed at the last ball. 

None of our usual friends, the Shelleys, Hatsele, 
Sickens, or Pepys, were here, and we, thei'efore, made 
DO party ; but Mrs. Thrale and I stood at the top of 
the room to look on the dancing, and as we were thus 
disengaged, she was seized with a violent desire to 
make one among tlieni, and 1 felt myself au equal in- 
elination. She proposed, as so many women danced 
together, that we two should, and nothing should I 
have liked so well ; but I begged her to give up the 
scheme, as that would have occasioned more fuss and 
obserTation than our dancing with all the men that 
ever Were bom. 

While we were debating this matter, a gentleman 
suddenly said to me, — " Did yon walk far this morn- 
ing, Miss Burney?" And, lookiugat him, I saw Mr. 
Metcalf, whose graciousness rather surprised me, for 
he only made to Mrs, Thrale a cold and distant bow, 
and it seems he declares, aloud and around, his aver- 
sion to literary ladies. That he can endure, and even 
seek me, is, I presume, only from the general perverse- 
ness of mankind, because he sees I have always turned 
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from him ; not, bowerer, from disliking him, for he is 
a shrewd, sensible, keen, and very clever man; but 
merely from a dryness on his own aide that 1ms ex- 
cited retaliation. 

" Yes," I answered, " we walked a good way." 

" Dr. Johnson," said be, " told me in the morning 
you were no walker ; but I informed him then I had 
had the pleasure of seeing you upon the Newmarket 
Hill." 

" Oh, he does not know," cried I, " whether I am a 
walker or not — he does not see me walk, becautje he 
never wnlks himself." 

" He has asked me," said he, " to go with him to 
Chichester, to see the cathedral, and I told him I would 
certainly go if he pleased ; hut why, I cannot imagine, 
for how shall a blind man see a cathedral ? " 

" I believe," quoth I, " his blindness is as much the 
effect of absence as of infirmity, for he sees wonderfully 
at times." 

" Wliy, he has assured me he cannot see the colour 
of any man's eyes, and does not know what eyes any 
of his acquaintance have." 

"I am sure, however," cried I, "he can see the 
colour of a lady's top-knot, for he very often finds fiiult 
with it." 

" Is that possible?" 

"Yes, indeed ; and I was much astonished at it at 
first when I knew him, for I had concluded that the 
utmost of his sight would only reach to tell him whether 
he saw a cap or a wig." 

Here he was called away by some gentleman, but 
presently came to me again. 

" Miss Borney," he said, " shall you dance? " 

"]Vo, sir, not to-night." 



178-2] 



OF TIIK AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 



17a 



" A gentlemen," he added, " has desired ine to epeak 
to you for him," 

JNow, Susanna, for the grand moment! — the height 
— the zenith of my glory in the ton meridian! I again 
said I did not mean to dance, and to silence all objec- 
tion, he expressively said, — 

" 'Tis Captain Kaye who $ends me." 

Is not tliis magnificent 1 Pray congratulate me ! 

I was I'eally very much surprised, but repealed my 
refusal, with all customary civilities to soften it. He 
was leaving me with this answer, when this most flashy 
young officer, choosing to trust his cause to liimself, 
came forward, and desired to be introduced to me. 
Mr. Metcalf performed that ceremony, and he then, 
with as much respect and deference as if soliciting a 
countess, said,— 

" May i flatter myself you will do me the honour of 
dancing with me ?" 

I thanked him, and said the same thing over again. 
He looked much disappointed, and very unwilling to 
give up his plan. 

*' if you have not," he said, " any particular dislike 
to dancing, it will be doing, not only me, hut the- 
whole room much honour, if you will make one in a 
set." 

" You do me much honour, sir," I answered, " but I 
must beg you to excuse me." 

" I hope not," cried he; "I hope out of charity you 
will dance, as it is the last ball, and the company is so 
thin." 

" Oh, it will do very well without me ; Mr. Wade 
himself says he dies to-night a very respectable death?" 

" And will you not have the goodness to help it on a 
little in its last stage?" 
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" Jio," said I, laughing ; " why should we wish it to 
be ktpt lingering I" 

" Lingering!" repeated he, looking round at the dan- 
cers; "no, surely it is not quite so desperate; and if 
you will but join in, you will give it new existence. " 

[ was a little thrown otf my guard at this unexpected 
earnestness, so tUfterent to the Con of the day, and I 
began hardly to know what to answer, my real objec- 
tion being anch as I could by no means publish, though 
his lu-gency and his politeness joined would have made 
me give up any other. 

" This is a very quiet dance," he continued ; *' there 
is nothing fatiguing in it." 

" You are very good," said I, "but I cannot really 
dance to-night." 

I was sorry to seem so obstinate, but he was just 
the man to make every body inquire whom he danced 
with ; and any one who wished for general attention 
could do no better than to be his partner. 

The ever-misehievoQB Mrs. Thrale, calling to Mr. 
Selwyn, who stood by us, said, — 

"Why, here's a man in love! — quite, downright in 
love with Miss Burney, if ever I saw one!" 

" He is quite mortified, at least," he answered ; " I 
never saw a man look more mortified." 

" Well, he did not deserve it," said she ; " he knew 
how to beg, and he ought not to have been so served." 

I begged her to be silent, for Mr. Metcalf returned 
to me. 

" Were you too much tired," he said, " with your 
walk this morning, to try at a dance?" 

I excused myself as well as I could, and we presently 
went into the card-room to vary the scene. When 
ire returned to the ball-rooin I was very glad to see 
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my new captain had just taken out Lady Anne Lindsay, 
who is here with Lady Margaret Fordyce, and who 
dances remarkably well, and was every way a more 
suitable partner for Iiira. He was to leave the town, 
with his regiment, the next day. 

TcESDAY. — Mi-s. Tbrale took me out to walk with 
her. We met Lady De Ferrars and Miss Ellerker in 
our ramble, and the very moment the ball was men- 
tioned, this dear and qneer creature called out, — 

" Ay, tliere was a sad ado, ladies dancing with ladies, 
and all sorts of odd things ; and that handsome and fine 
Mr. Kaye broke his heart almost to dance with Miss 
Bnrney ; but she refused him, and so, in despair, he 
took out Lady Anne Lindsay." 

Wednesday. — Dr. Delap called to-day and brought 
a play with him for Mrs. Thrale and me to read, and 
he has most vehemently and repeatedly begged me to 
write a critique upon it. I will not, however, under- 
take any such thitig, which I not only do not hold 
myself equal to, but which would be a most disagreeable 
and thankless task. I shall, nevertheless, mark such 
places and passages as I think would be obviously 
mended by some change, for he is m very earnest, it 
would be either ill nature or treachery to refuse him. 

At night we had Dr. Pepys and Lady Rothes, and 
were very sociable and pleasant, 

THrHSDAY. — Mr. Mel calf called upon Dr.Johnaon, 
and took him out an airing. Mr, Hamilton is gone, 
and Mr. Metcalf is now the only person out of this 
bouse that voluntarily communicates with the Doctor. 
He has been in a terrible severe humour of late, and 
has really frightened all the people, till they almost 
ran from him. To nie only I think he is now kind, 
Mrs. Thrale fares worse than any ho4^. "Wa-ie^-j 
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stratige and very melancholy tliat lie will not a little 
more accoinmoflate his manners and language to those 
of other jieople. He likes Mr. Metcalf, however, and 
90 do I, for he is very clever and entertaining when-he 
pleases. Capt. Phillips will remember that was not 
the case when we saw him at Sir Joshua's. He has, 
however, all the Je ijuoi. 

Poor Dr. Delap confessed to us, that the reason hfi 
iiow came so seldom, though he formerly almost lived 
witli us when at this place, was his being too unwell to 
cope with Dr. Johnson. And the other day Mr. Sel- 
wyn having refused an Jnvitiition from Mr. Hamilton 
to meet the Doctor, because he preferred being here 
upon a day when he was out, suddenly rose at the time 
he was expected to return, aud said he must run away, 
*' for fear tlie Doctor should call hiui to account." 

Friday. — We strolled all the morning, and spent 
the evening with Lady S., where we met Miss Benaos, 
Dr. Delap, and Mr. Selwyn. Sir John is very civil 
to me, and, as it is the ton to do here, he, among the 
rest, has discovered a new excellence. Dr. Delap, in 
his otld manner, said here the other morning,— 

" Sir John S. told me he had met yesterday Miss 
Burney, but he neither said she talked well nor wrote 
well ; he only said she walked well ; he never, he said, 
Baw any woman walk so well!" 

Comic enough ; but this is a mere specimen, by the 
by, of the various new discoveries made in the polite 
world, of my endowments — discoveries which would 
make you grin amain, if I had room to write them. 
It is not modesty stops iin', for tht^y are far too sub- 
lime for vanity, and, consequently for shame. 

Saturday. — We bad Miss Benson and Mr. Sel- 
fvvn, and a verj' good chatty quiet day. Miss Benson 
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has i^iyen me a little cominission to do for her with 
Dr. Delap, concerning some books belonging to Loiiisa 
Harris, on purpose, she says, to make me call upon her 
when I return to town. I like the office very well, for 
her hardness and disagreeableness ivear oiF more and 
more, and there is so much of that rare quality, sound 
sense, in her composition, that it makes amends tor 
much deHciency in her address and manner. 

Sunday, Nov. 10th, brings in a new person. The 
Honourable Miss Monckton,* who is here with, her 
mother, the Dowager Lady Galway, has sent various 
messages of her earnest desire to be acquainted with 
Mrs. Thrale and your humble servant to command. 
Dr. Johnson she already knew, for she is one of those 
■who stand foremost in collecting all extraordinary or 
curious people to her London conversaziones, which, 
like those of Mrs. Vesey, mix the rank and the litera- 
ture, and exclude all beside. Well — after divers inli- 
mationa of this sort, it was at last settled that Lady De 
Ferrars should bring her here this morning. 

In the evening came Lady De Ferrars, Miss Monck- 
ton, and Mias Ellerker. Miss Monckton is between 
thirty and forty, very short, very fat, but handsome ; 
splendidly and fentastically dressed, rouged not un- 
becomingly, yet evidently and palpably desirous of 
gaining notice and admiration. She has an easy levity 
in her air, manner, voice and discourse, that speak alL 
within to be comfortable ; and her rage of seeing any 
thing curious may be satisfied, if she pleases, by look- 
ing in a mirror. 

I can give you no account of the conversation, as it 
was broken, and not entertaining. Miss Monckton 
« of Corke uiid Orrery, — ktely de- 
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went early, having another eitgagenieni, but the other 
ladies stayed very lute. She told us, however, oae 
story extremely well worth recording. The Duke 
of Devonshire was standing near a very fine glass 
lustre in a corner of a room, at an assembly, and in a 
house of people who, Miss Monckton said, were by no 
means in a style of life to hold exjiense as hnmaterial ; 
and, by carelessly lolling back, he threw the lustre 
down and it was broke. He shewed not, however, the 
smallest concern or confusion at the accident, but coolly 
said, " I wonder how I did that!" He then removed 
to the opposite coi'n(;r, and to shew, I suppose, he had 
forgotten what he had done, leaned liis head in the 
same manner, and down came the opposite lustre! 
He looked at it very calmly, and, with a philosophical 
dryness, merely said, "This is singular enough!" and 
walked to another part of the room, without either 
-distress or apology. 

After Miss Monckton was gone, Lady De Ferrars 
<lrew a chair next mine, andbegan talking of "Cecilia." 

"We have plagued my lord," said she, "to death 
about it, because he always says that old Delville was 
in the right not to give up a good family name ; but I 
was never so glad as when I found the old gentleman's 
^wn name was my Lord De Ferrars ; for he, you know, 
is a Compton ; so 1 told him I was sure it was himself, 
and he owned tliat if he had been a Delville, he should 
have done the same with a Beverley." 

Is not this triumph for me, my dearest Susy? Pray 
let my daddy Crisp hear it, and knock under. Mr. 
Bewley, too, shall be told it, who has made the same 
objection with my daddy to the improbability of relin- 
quishing a fortune for a name. Neither my daddy, my 
father, nor Mr. Bewley are here judges to oppose to 
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Lord De Ferrars, who, being a maa of rank, and hav- 
ing a cherished name himself, is more fit to decide 
upon this question than wit, understanding, judgment, 
or general knowledge, can make any others who have 
not the power to so well feel the temptation of family- 
pride in exciting such obstacles to reason and happi- 
ness. I never meant to vindicate old Delville, whom i 
detested and made detestable; but I always asserted 
that, his character and situation considered, he did 
nothing that such a man would hesitate in doing. 

Mrs. Thrale has since met Lord De Ferrars, and 
talked over all the book to him ; and he told her that 
he thought its great merit was the reasonableness of 
the Delvilian distress with respect to changing their 
name! 

I felt, however, ii little ashamed when Lady De 
Ferrars told rae her lord's name, which he has, with 
his title, in right of his mother ; but as I had tied it to 
a family celebrated for its antiquity, 1 saw they were 
none of them displeased. Lord De Ferrars told Mrs. 
Thrale himself that he is descended from Elfrida, and 
has the castle of Tamworth, originally built by her, 
now in his possession. So here is a Delvilian ancestry 
with great exactness. 1 always told my dear daddy 
that his reasoning against the Delville prejudice, how- 
ever unanswerable for truth, by no means disproved 
the existence of such prejudice, as all those very high- 
born and long genealogists agree. Mis, Thrale herself 
says that her own motlier would have acted precisely as 
Mrs. Delville acted. And Mrs. Thrale's father was 
descended from Adam of Salsbury. 

"I assure, you," however, continued her ladyship, 
" my lord was so fond of the book, he could never part 
with it, and so much interested in tVv& aXov^ V' 
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tLitik of uolhing else. lie cried, violently, too, I 
assure you ; so I hope that will give you a good idea of 
hJB heart." 

Mrs. Thrale and Miss Ellerker then joined ia the 
conversation, and much discussion followed about 
family names and family honour. Lady De Ferrars 
I said — 

I " This is very rude, E confess, to talk so of the book 
I before Miss Burney ; but when once one has begun 
I there is no dropping the subject." 
I 1 was glad, however, when it was dropped, as I 
I think it as little my business to vindicate as to censure 
r my characters ; and, therefore, from caring to do nei- 
ther, I am always at a loss and uncomfortable when 
they are mentioned. 

Tuesday. — We went in a party to breakfast with 
Dr. Delap, at Lewes, by liis earnest desire, Mr. Sel- 
wyn accompanied us. The Doctor again urged hie 
request that I would write a criticism upon his new 
play; but I assured him, very truly, I was too ignorant 
of stage business and stage effects to undertake offering 
any help or advice to him; yet I pointed out several 
Hues that I thought wanted alteration, and proposed a 
change in two or three scenes, for he would not let me 
rest without eitlier praising what I did not like, or 
giving explicit reasons why I did not praise. Mrs. 
Thrale has promised liim an epilogue. 

I am now so much in arrears that 1 must be more 
brief in my accounts. We spent this evening at Lady 
De Ferrara, where Dr. Johnson accompanied us, for 
the first time he has been invited of our parties since 
my arrival. The company was select, but dnil. Miss 
Monckton, Sir Henry Dashwood, Mr. Manners — son 
of Lord Robert — Mr. Mnegrave — a buckish kind of 
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young man of fashion — the two Miss EUerkei-s, and 
ourselves. Miss Monckton only confirmed my first 
notions of her, and the rest gave me no notions worth 
mentioning. 

Monday and Tuebdat. — I have no time, except to tell 
you a comical tale wliich Mrs. Thrale ran to acquaint 
me with. She had been calling upon Mr. Scrase, an 
old and dear friend, who is confined with the gout; 
and while she was in({uiring about him of his nurse and 
housekeeper, the woman said, — 

" Ah, madam, how happy are you to have Minerva 
in the house with you!" 

" Oh," cried Mrs. Thrale, " you mean my dear Miss 
Bumey, that wrote 'CeciUa.' So you have read it; 
and what part did you like ? " 

" Oh, madam, I liked it all better than any thing 
1 ever saw in uiy life ; but most of all 1 liked that good 
old gentleman, Mr. Albany, that goes about telling 
people their duty, without so much as thinking of their 
fine clothes" 

^Vhen Mrs. Thrale told us tliis at dinner, Dr. John- 
son said, — 

"I am all of the old housekeeper's mind; Mr. 
Albany I have always stood up for; he is one of my first 
favourites. Very fine indeed are the things he says." 

My dear Dr. Jolinsou! — what condescension is this! 
He fully, also, euters into all my meaning in the high- 
fiown language of Albany, from liis partial insanity and 
unappeasable remorse. 

So here concludes lirighth elms tone for 17S2. 

Wednesday, Nov. 20tu, Mrs. and the three Miss 
Thrales and myself all arose at six o'clock in the morn- 
ing, and "by the pale blink of the moon " vrc went to 
tlje sea-side, where we had bespoke the batluuf^-woma^- 
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to be ready ior us, and into tbe ocean we plunged. It 
was cold, but pleasant. I have batbed so often as to 
lose my dread of the operation, which now gives me 
nothing but animation and vigour. We then returned 
home, and dressed by candle-light, and, as soon as 
we could get Dr. Johnson ready, we set out upon our 
journey, in a coach and a chaise, and arrived in Argyll 
street at dinner time. Mrs.Thrale has there 6xed her 
tent for this sliort winter, whicli will end with the be- 
ginning of April, when her foreign journey takes place. 
' St. Martin's Street. — The day after ray return 
home, Paccbierotti came and spent part of the after- 
noon here. Mr. Sastres also was willi us. The Pac. was 
very sweet and amiable, in exceeding good humour, 
and tolerably in spirits. But what was my delight to 
receive, by Charlotte, a message from Mrs. Fitzgerald, 
to invite me to a place in her box at the Opera. She 
called for us, and we both went. Her box is a new one, 
only up two pair of stairs, the fourth from the stage, 
and holds six. It is, indeed, the most delightful box in 
the house, from not being so much in sight as to render 
very mnch dress necessary, yet enoiigh to have every 
convenience of seeing both performers and company. 

The opera was the new serious one, " Medonte." 1 
am not enchanted with it ; there is a general want of 
something striking oi- interesting, Pacchierotti sang ' 
most sweetly, without force, effort, or pain to himself, 
but with an even excelleuce he is seldom well enough 
to keep throughout a wliole opera. He is but too 
perfect; for bow we shall bear bis successors I cannot 
guess. 

He fouud rae out, and gave me several smiles during 
the perfonnance ; indeed, he could never look either to 
the right or left without a necessity of making some 
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sort of acknowledgment in return to the perpetual bows 
made him from almost every box in tlie liou^e. 

Nov. 24th. — Mrs.Thrale was witb me all the morn- 
ing, up stairs in my cold bedchamber ; and all the 
evening I spent with my mother, in reading " Adele 
and Theodore ;" a book you must purchase, for there 
are so many good directions about education, that, 
though the general plan is impracticable, except to 
very rich and very independent people, there are a 
thousand useful hints for folkc; in real life. Its worst 
&ult seems tediousness, much repetitiou and minute- 
ness, making it necessary to skip, from time to time, in 
order to keep up any attention ; but the whole, as a 
work, has great merit indeed, both in design and exe- 
cution. Some of the episodes are pretty, but the plot 
of the stories is commonly either trite or unnatural, 
though the circumstances attending them are very 
interesting and very well told. 

Dec. 2d. — This evening Mrs. Thrale had a large 
party, and invited Charlotte to it, which I was very 
glad of, as she was much delighted. My father took, 
us both, for 1 could not go to dinner, and we were very 
late. 

Dear Mrs. Thrale received me, as usual, as if I was 
the first person of her company. There was not a 
creature there with whom I was not acquainted, except 
the Duca di Saugro, a Neapolitan nobleman, very 
much in fashion at present araoug the young ladies 
comme ilfaul, with two or three of whom he has trifled 
not very honourably. He is very young and very 
handsome, and very insinuating iu his address and 
manners. 

The rest were Lady Kothes, who very politely] and 
obligingly apologised for not having waited injoiv cifc 
in town, and Di: Pepys, Mta. Otd, -wVo \Q»A.ft. ■> 
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promise to spend Tlinrsday with her, to meet a relation 
of hers lately come to town, Mrs. Byron, who asked 
me for the same day, and whom I rejoiced in being 
able to refuse without affronting ; Mr. and Mrs. Dave- 
nant, Harry Cotton, Mr. Swinerton ; Piozzi, who sang 
very well, and whose voice is this year in very good 
order; Mr. Evans, Mr. Seward, Mr. Saatres; Mr. 
Thornton, the new member for the borough, a maa 
of Presbyterian extraction, upon which he has grafted 
of late much ton and nonchalance, and who was pleased 
to follow me about with a sort of hard and unmeaning 
curiosity, very disagreeable to me, and to himself very 
much like nothing; Mr. and Mrs. Pepys, Mrs. Scot, 
and Dr. and Mrs, Parker. 

Tuesday. — Pacchierotli called in the morning, and 
was very sweet and amiable. I received, also, a most 
perfumed note, on French paper, gilt, bordered, glazed, 
inclosed in a finely decorated covei-, and sealed with a 
miniken figure, from Miss Monckton, to invite me for 
the 8th, to meet Mrs. Thrale. 1 accepted the invita- 
tion with pleasure ; her parties are the most brilliant 
in town, and she is acquainted with many people I 
wish to meet. In small parties, or intimate ucqualnt- 
ances, it is necessary to like the mistress of the house ; 
but in large assemblies, it is but like going to a better 
r^ulated public place. 

Wedkebday. — I called in the morning upon Miss 
Palmer, witli whom I sat some time. Her uncle has 
been vei-y dangerously ill, but is now quite recovered. 
I then went and spent all the day with sweet Mrs. 
Thrale, who shut out all company, and gave me herself 
to myself, and it was much tlie happiest time I have 
spent, away from my father, since I left Brighton. Dr- 
Jobnson was at home, and in most excellent goo<l 
Itamour and spirits. 
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Dec. 8th. — Now for Miss Monckton's assembly. 

I had begged Mrs. Thrale to call for me, that I 
might have her countenance and assistance upon my 
entrance. Miss Thrale came also. Every thing was 
in a new style. We got out of the coach into a hall 
full of servants, not one of which inquired our names, 
or took any notice of ua. We proceeded, and went up 
stairs, and when we arrived at a door, stopped and 
looked behind us. No servant had followed or pre- 
ceded ns. We deliberated what was to be done. To 
announce ourselves was rather awkward, neither could 
■we be sure we were going into the right apartment. 
I proposed our going up higher, till we met with some- 
body; Miss Thrale thought we should go down and 
call some of the servants; hut Mrs. Thrale, after a 
ridiculous consultation, determined to try her fortune 
by opening the door. This being done, we entered a 
room full of — tea-things, and one maid-servant! 

" Well," cried Mrs. Thrale, laughing, "what is to 
be done now? 1 suppose we are come so early that 
nothing is ready." 

The maid stared, but said, — " There's company in 
the next room." 

Then we considered again how to make ourselves 
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known ; and ihen Mrs. Thrale again resolved to take 
courage and enter. She therefore opened another door, 
and went into another apartment. I held back, but 
looked after, and observing that she made no courtaey, 
concluded she was gone into some wrong place. Miss 
Thrale followed, and after her went little I, wondering 
who was to receive, or what was to become of us. 

Miss Monekton lives with her mother, the old Dow- 
ager Lady (jalway, in a noble house in Charles Street, 
Berkeley Square. The room was large and magni- 
ficent. There was not much company, for we were 
very early. Lady Galway sat at the side of the fire, 
and received nobody. She seems very old, and was 
dressed with a liltle round white cap, and not a single 
hair, no cushion, roll, nor auy thing else but the little 
round cap, which was flat upou her forehead. Such 
part of the company as already knew her made their 
compliments to her where she sat, and the rest were 
never taken up to her, but belonged wholly to Miss 
Monekton . 

Miss Mouckton's own manner of receiving her guests 
was scarce more laborious ; for she kept her seat when 
they entered, and only turned round her head to nod 
it, and say " How do do?" after which they found 
what accommodation they could for themselves. 

As soon, however, as she perceived Mrs. and Miss 
Thrale, which was not till they had been some minutes 
jn the room, she arose to welcome theui, contrary to 
her general custom, and merely because it was their 
first visit. Our long trains making my entrance some 
time after theirs, gave me the advantage of being im- 
mediately seen by her, and she advanced to me with 
quickness, and very politely thanked lue for coming, 
and said, — 
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" i fear ycm tbiuk me very rude for taking the, 
liberty of sending to you." 

" No, indeed, you did me much honour," quoth I. 

She then broke further into her general rules, by' 
raakiiig way for me to a good place, and seating me 
berself, and then taking a chair next me, and begin- 
ning a little chat. I really felt myself much obliged to 
her for this seasonable attention, for I was presently 
separated from Mrs. Thrale, and entirely surrounded 
by strangers, all diessed superbly, and ■ all looking 
sancily; and as nobody's names were spoken, I had 
no chance to discover any acquaintances. Mr, Met- 
calf, indeed, came and spoke to me tlie instant I 
came in, and I should have been very happy to have 
had him for my neighbour ; but he was engaged in 
attending lo Dr. Johnson, who was standing near the 
iire, and environed with listeners. 

Some new people now coming in, and placing thein- 
aelvea in a regular way. Miss Mouckton exclaimed, — 
" My whole care is to prevent a circle;" and hastily 
rising, she pulled about the chairs, and planted the 
■people in groups, with as dexterous a disorder as you 
would desire to see. 

The company in general were dressed with more 
brilliancy than at any rout I ever was at, as most of 
them were going to the Duchess of Cumberland's, 
and attired for that purpose. Just behind me sat 
Mrs. Hampden, still very beautiful, but insufferably 
affected. Another lady, in full dress, and very pretty, 
came in soon after, and got herself a chair just he- 
fore me ; and then a conversation began between 
her and Mrs. Hampden, of which I will give yoa a 
specimen. 

" How disagreeable these sacques are ! I am so 
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1 going to 



incoaiinodcLl viitb iiicae onaty ruffles 
Cumberland House — are J'ou?" 

" To be sure," said Mrs. Hampden ; " what else, do 
you think, would make ine bear tbis n-eigbt of dre^s? 
I can't bear a sacque." 

" Wby, I thought you said you should always wear 
them?" 

" Oh, yes, but I have changed my mind siuce then 
— afi many people do." 

"Well, 1 think it vastly dist^reeable indeed," said 
the other; "you can't think how I'm encumbered 
with these ruiBes!" 

" Oh, 1 am quite oppressed with them," said Mrs. 
Hampden ; " I can hardly bear myself up." 

" And 1 dined in this way ! " cried the other ; " only 
think — dining in a sacque !" 

" Oh," answered Mrs. Hampden, " it really puis me 
quite out of spirits." 

Well, have you enough? — and has my daddy raved 
enough ? 

After tbis they found some subject less popular, and 
the lady unknown leaned over me, without any cere- 
mony, to whisper with Mrs, Hampden. 1 should have 
offered her my place if she bad made any apology, but 
as it was, I thought she might take her own way. In 
the course of the evening, however, 1 liad the pleasure 
to observe a striking change in her manners ; for as 
soon as she picked up, I know not bow, my name, she 
ceased her whispering, looked at me with the civilest 
8miles, spoke to me two or thi'ec times, and calling to 
a fine beau, said, — 

" Do pray sit this way, that you may screen Miss 
Burney as well as me from that fire." 
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I did not, however, sufficiently like her liegiDiiing, 
to accept her challenge of talking, and only coldly 
answered by yes, no, or a bow. 

Mrs, and Miss Thrale bad other engagements, and 
soon went away. Miss Monckton then took a chair 
again next to me, which she kept till we both started 
at the same voice, and she cried out, — " Oh, it's Mr. 
Burke!" and she ran to him with as much joy as, if it 
had been our house, I sliould. Cause the second for 
liking her better. 

1 grew now in a violent fidget, both to hare hu 
notice, and for what his notice would be ; but I sat 
Tery still, and he was seized upon by scores, and taken 
to another part of the room. 

Then came in Sir Joshua Reynolds, and he soon 
drew a chair near mine, and from that time I was 
never without some friend at my elbow, 

" Have you seen," said he, " Mrs. Montagu lately ?" 

" No, not very lately." 

" But within these few months ? " 

" No, not since last year." 

" Oh, you must see her, then. You ought to see 
and to hear her — 'twill be worth your while, Have 
you heard of the fine long letter she has written ?" 

" Yes, but 1 have not met with it." 

" I have." 

" And who is it toT' 

" The old Duchess of Portland. She desired Mrs. 
Montagu's opinion of ' Cecilia,' and she has written it 
at full lenglh. I was in a party at Her Grace's, and 
heard of nothing but you. She is so delighted, and so 
sensibly, so rationally, that I only wish you could have 
heard her. And old Mrs. Delany had been forced to 
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begin it, though s!ie had said she should nev^r read 
any more ; however, when we met, she was reading it 
already for the third time- 
Pray tell my daddy to rejoice for me ia this conqaest 
of the Duchess, his old friend, and Mrs. Delany, bis 
sister's. 

Sir Joshua is extremely kind ; he is always picking 
up some anecdote of this sort for me, ; yet, most deli- 
cately, never lets me hear his own praises but througli 
others. He looks vastly well, and as if he had uever 
been ill, 

After this Mrs. Burke saw me, and, with much civility 
and softness of manner, eame and talked with me, 
while her husband, without seeing me, went behind my 
chair to speak to Mrs. Hampden. 

Miss Monckton, returning to me, then said, — 
" Miss Bumey, I had the pleasure yesterday of see- 
ing Mrs. Greville." 

I suppose she concluded I was very intimate with her. 
" I have not seen her," said I, " many years." 
" I know, however," cried she, lookintr surprised, 
" she is your godmother." 

" But she does not do her duty and answer for me, 
for I never see her." 

" Ob, you have answered very well for yourself! 
But I know by that your name is Fanny." 

She then tripped to somebody else, and Mr. Burke 
very quieUy came from Mrs. Hampden, and sat down 
in the vacant place at my side. I could then wait no 
longer, for I found he was more near-sighted than 
myself; I, therefore, turned towards him and bowed: 
he seemed quite amazed, and really made me ashamed, 
however delighted, by the expressive civility and dis- 
tinction with which he instantly rose to retuvtvvK^ W^,, 
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and stood the whole time he was making lus compli- 1 
ments upon seeing me, and calling himself the bliodest I 
of men tor not tinding mc out sooner. And Mrs. I 
Burke, who was sealed near me, said, loud enough for I 
me to hear her, — i i 

" See, see ! what a flirtation Mr. Burke is beginning I 
with Miss Burney! and before my face tool" I 

These ceremonies over, he sate down by me, and I 
began a conversation which you, my dearest Susy^ I 
would be glad to hear, for my sake, word for word ; but I 
which I really could not listen to with sufficient ease, I 
from shame at bis warm eulogium^, to remember with I 
any accuracy. The general substance, however, take | 
as I recollect it. I 

After many most eloquent compliments upon the I 
book, too delicate either to shock or sicken the nicest j 
ear, he very emphatically congratulated me upon its 
most universal success ; said, '* he was now too late to 1 
speak of it, since he could only echo the voice of the 1 
whole nation;" and added, with a laugh, "I bad 
hoped to have made some merit of my enthusiasm ; but 
the moment I went about to hear what others say, I 
found myself merely one in a multitude," 

He then told me that, notwithstanding his admira- 
tion, he was the man who had dared to find some 
faults with so favourite and fashionable a work. I 
entreated liim to tell nie what they were, and assured 
him nothing would make me so happy as to correct 
them under his direction. He then enumerated them : 
and I will tell you what they are, that you may not 
conclude I write nothing but the fairer part of my 
adventures, which I really always relate very honestly, 
though 80 fair they are at this time, that it hardly seems 
/wssible they should not be dressed up. 
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The niasqiiemde he thought too long, and that some- 
thing might be spared from Harrel's grand assembly; 
be did not like Morrice's part of the pantheon ; and he 
wished the conclusion eitlier more happy or more 
miserable; " for in a work of imagination," said he^ 
" there is no medium." 

I was not easy enough to answer him, or I have macb, 
though perhaps not good for much, to say in defence of 
following life and nature as much in the conclusioa as 
in the progress of a tale; and when is life and nature 
completely happy or miserable - 

" But," said he, when he had finished hia comments, 
" what excuse must I give for this presumplion 1 I 
have none in the world to offer but the real, the high 
esteem I feel for you; and L must at the same time 
acknowledge it is all your own doing that I am able to 
find fault ; for it is your general perfection in writing 
that has taught me to criticise where it is not quite 
uniform." 

Here 's an orator, dear Susy ! 

Then, looking very archly at me, and around Liai, 
he said, — 

" Are you sitting here for characters? Nothing, by 
the way, struck me more in reading your book than 
the admirable skill with which your ingenious cha- 
racters make themselves known by their own words." 

He then went on to tell me that I had done the most 
wonderful of wonders in pleasing the old wits, particu- 
larly the Duchess of Portland and Mrs. Delany, who 
resisted reading the book till they were teased into it, 
and, since they began, could do nothing else ; and he 
failed not to point out, witii his utmost eloquence, the 
difficulty of giving satisfaction to those who piqued 
themselves upon being past receiving it. 
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" But," said he, " I have one other feult to find, and 
a far more material one than any I have meHtioned." 

" I am the more obliged to you. What is it?" 

" The di^sal of this book, I have much advice to 
offer to you upon that subject. Why did not you send 
for your own friend out of the cityt he would have 
taken care you should not part with it so much l>eloiv 
par." 

He meant Mr. Briggs. 

Sir Joshua Reynolds now jcnned us. 

" Are you telling her," said he, " of our conversa* 
tion with the old wits ? I am glad you hear it from 
Mr. Burke, Miss Burney, for he can tell it so much 
better than I can, and remember their very words." 

" Nothing else would they talk of for tliree whole 
hours," said he, " and we were there at the third read* 
ing of the bill." 

" I believe I was in good hands," said I, " if they 
talked of it to you?" 

" Why, yes," answered Sir Joshua, laughing, " we 
joined in from time to time. Gibbon says he read the 
whole five volumes in a day." 

" Tia impossible," cried Mr. Burke, " it cost me 
three days ; and you know I ne^-er parted with it from 
the time I first opened it." 

Here are laurels, Susy! My dear daddy aad Kitty, 
are yon not doubly glad yon so kindly hurried me up- 
stairs to write when at Chesington ? 

Mr, Burke then went to some other party, and Mr. 
Swinerton took his place, with whom I had a dawdling^ 
conversation apon dawdling subjects ; and I was not a 
little enlivened, upon his quitting the chair, to have it 
filled by Mr. Metcalfe, who, with much satire, but 
mnch entertainment, kept chattering with me till Dr. 
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Johnson found me out, and brought a chair op[iosite 
to me. 

Do you laugh, my Susan, or cry at your F. B.'s 
honours ? 

" So," said he to Mr. Metcalfe, " it is you, is it, that 
are engrossing her thus ? " 

" He's jealous," said Mr. Metcalfe, dryly. 

" H.OW these people talk of Mrs. 8iddons!" said the 
JDoctor. " I came hither in full expectatioa of hearing 
no name but the name I love and pant to hear, — when 
from one corner to another they are talking of that jade 
Mrs, Siddone! till, at last wearied out, I went yonder 
into a corner, and repeated to myself Burney I Buniey ! 
Bumey ! Burney !" 

" Ay, sir," said Mr. Metcalfe, " you should have 
carved it upon the trees." 

"Sir, had there been any trees, so I should; 
but, being none, I was content to carve it upon my 
heart," 

Soon after the parties changed agam, and young 
Mr. Burke came and sat by me. He is a very civil 
and obliging, and a sensible and f^;reeable young man. 
I was occasionally spoken to afterwards by strangers, 
both men and women, whom I could not find out, 
though they called me by my name as if tbey had 
Juiown me all my life. Old Lady Galway trotted from 
her corner, in the middle of the evening, and leaning 
her hands upon tlie backs of two chairs, put her little 
round head through two fine high dressed ladies on 
purpose to peep at me, and then trotted back to her 
place! Ha, ha! 

Miss Monckton now came to us again, and I con- 
gratulated her upon her power in making Dr. Johnson 
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sit in a group; apon which she iiumediately said to 

" Sir, Miss Burney says you like best to sit in a 
circle." 

" Does sheT' said he, laughing; " Ay, never miad 
what she says. Don't you know she is a writer of 
romances?" 

*' Yes, that I do, indeed !" said Mtss Monektoii, and 
every one joined in a laugh that put me horribly out of 
countenance. 

" She may write romances and speak truth," said 
my dear Sir Joshua, who, as well as young Burke, and 
Mr. Metcalfe, and two strangers, joined now in our 
little party. 

" But, indeed, Dr. Johnson," said Miss Monckton, 
•'youMMsIseeMrs. Siddons. Won't you see her in some 
fine part?" 

" Why, if I must, madam, I have no choice." 

*' She says, sir, she shall be very much afraid of you." 

" Madam, that cannot be true/' 

" Not true," cried Miss Monckton, staring, " yea 
it is." 

" It cannot be, madam." 

" But she said so to me ; I heard her say it myself." 

" Madam, it is not posHbte! remember, therefore, 
in future, that even fiction should be supported by 
probability." 

Miss Monckton looked all amazement, but insisted 
opon the truth of what she had said. 

" I do not believe, madam," said he, warmly, " she 
knows my name.'' 

" Oh, that is rating her too low," said a gentleman 
stranger. 
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" By not kuoiving ray name," continued he, " I do 
not mean so literally ; but that, when slie sees it 
abused in a newspaper, she may possibly recollect that 
she has seen it abused in a newspaper before." 

" Well, sir," said Miss Monckton, " but you must 
see her for all this." 

" Well, madam, if you desire it, I will go. See 
her 1 shall not, nor hear her; but I'll go, and that will 
do. The last time I was at a play, I was ordered there 
by Mrs. Abington, or Mrs. Somebody, I do not well 
remember who; but I placed myself in the middle 
of the first row of the fi'ont boxes, to shew that when 
I was called I came." 

The talk upon this matter went on very long, and 
with great spirit ; bnt I have time for no more of it. 
I felt myself extremely awkward about going away, not 
choosing, as it was my first visit, to take French leave, 
and hardly knowing liow to lead the way alone among 
so many strangers. 

At last, and with the last, I made my attempt. A 
large party of ladies arose at the same time, and I 
tripped after them ; Miss Monckton, however, made me 
come back, for she said I must else wait in the other 
room till those ladies' carriages drove away. 

When I returned. Sir Joshua came and desired he 
might convey me home ; I declined the ofter, and he 
pressed it a good deal, drolly saying, — 

"Why, I am old enough, a' n't 1?" 

And when he found me stout, he said to Dr. John- 



" Sir, is not this very hard? Nobody thinks me 
very young, yet Miss Bumey won't give me the pri- 
vilege of age in letting me see her home ? She says 
I a'n't old enough." 
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I had itever said any such thiiig. 

" Ay, sir," said the Doctor, " did I not tell you she 
was a, writer of romances?" 

Again I tried to run away, but the door stuck, and 
Miss Monckton prevented me, and begged I wonld stay 
a little loQc^er. She then weut and whispered soiiie- 
thiiig to her mother, and 1 liad a notion from her man- 
ner she wanted to keep me to supper, which I did not 
choose, and, therefore, when her back was turned, I 
prevailed ujion young Burke to open the door for me, 
and out 1 went. Miss Monckton ran after rae, but 1 
would not come back. 1 was, however, and 1 am, much 
obliged by bur imcommon civility and attentions to me. 
She is far better at her own house than elsewhere. 

Dec. 15th. — To-day, by an invitation of ten days 
standing, 1 waited upon Mrs. Walsinghani. She is a 
woman high in fame for her talents, and a wit by birth, 
as the daughter of Sir Charles Hanbury Williams. 

She has the character of being only civil to people 
of birth, fame, or wealth, and extremely insolent to 
all others. Of this, however, I could see nothing, 
Mnce she at least took care to invite no company to 
her own house whom she was disposed to disdain. Her 
reception of me appeared rather singular. She was vio- 
lently dressed, — a large hoop, flowers in her small and 
full dressed cap, ribands and ornaments extremely 
shown, and a fan in her hand. She was very polite, 
said much of her particular pleasure in seeing me, and 
It^pt advancing to me so near, that involuntarily I 
retreated from her, not knowing hor design, and kept, 
therefore, getting further and further back as she came 
forward, till 1 was stopped from any power of moving 
by the wainscot. I then necessarily stood still, and 
she saluted me. 
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We then quietly sat down, and my Tather began a 
very lively conversation upon various subjects ; she 
kept it up with attention and good breeding, often re- 
ferring to me, and seeming curious to know luy uo> 
tions. 

The rest of the company who came to dinner were 
Mra. Montagu, Mr. Percy, Speaker of the Irish House 
of Commons, his lady and daughter, and Sir Joshua 
Keynolds and Miss Palmer, I was excessively glad to 
see the latter, who clung to me all the visit, and took 
off from its formality and grandeur by her chatting and 
intimacy. 

Mrs. Walsingham lives in a splendid house in Strat- 
ford Place, el^antly fitted up, chiefly by her own, 
paintings and drawings, which are reckoned ex- 
tremely clever. I hate that word, but cannot think 
of another. 

We did not stay late, for my father and 1 were 
both engaged to Miss Mmickton's ; bo was Sir Joshua, 
■who accompanied us. Miss Palmer had not been in- 
vited, which she much regretted. Mrs. Walsingham 
begged to see me again, and very much pressed me to 
call some morning. 

I was extremely happy ta have my dear father nith 
me at Miss Monckton's. We found Mrs. Siddous, the 
actress, there. She is a woman of excellent character, 
and therefore I am very glad she is thus patronised, 
»iice Mrs. Abington, and so mai^ frail fair ones, have 
been thus noticed l^ the great. She behaved with 
great propriety ; very calm, modest, quiet, and un- 
affected. She has a very tine countenance, and her 
eyes look both intelligent and soft. She has, however, 
a steadiness in her manner and deportment by no 
means engaging. Mrs.Thrale, who was there, said, — 
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" Why, this is a. leaden goddess we are all worshipping! 
however, we shall soon gild it." 

A lady who sat near nie then began a dialogue wiUi 
Mr. Erskine, who had placed himself exactly opposite 
to Mrs. Siddons ; and they debated together upon her 
manner of studying her parts, disputing upon the point 
with great warmth, yet not only forbearing to ask 
Mrs. Siddons herself which was right, but quite over- 
powering her with their loquacity, when she attempted, 
nnasked, to explain the matter. Most vehement praise 
of all she did followed, and the lady turned to rae, and 
said, — 

" What invitation, Miss Burney, is here, for genius to 
display itself! — Every body, 1 hear, is at work for Mrs. 
Siddons ; but if you would work for her, what an in- 
ducement to excel you would both of you have! — Dr. 
liiirney ." 

" Oh, pray, ma'am," cried I, "don't say to him ." 

" Oh, but I will! — if my influence can do you any 
mischief, you may depend upon having it!" 

She then repeated what she had said to my lather, 
and he instantly said, — 

" Your ladyship may be sure of my interest." 

I whispered afterwards to know who she was, and 
heard she was Lady Lueau. 

Monday.— There was a very full assembly at Mrs. 
Thrale's, where I dined and spent the day. 

The evening proved very gay and very agreeable, 
though I have but a short account to give of it, as the 
conversation was only in parties, and never for more 
than a few minutes with the same people. I had some 
chat with every body in turn, and therefore I had not 
one moment unoccupied. What gave me, however, the 
most pleasure, was the discourse of the two Mr. Cam- 
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bridges, father and son, who both, though at difierent 
times, sung to me the praises of Capt. Phillips with 
BO much energy and heartiness, that 1 was ready to 
Bhake hands with them, and cry, " Gentlemen, 
agreed ! " 

IVIr. Seward made me known to Mrs. Hunter, who is 
extremely pretty, and reckoned very ingeniouB. Dr. 
Parker introduced me to Mr. Hutton, a clergyman, at 
his desire ; but I saw nothing of him that made it 
mine. 

My father told me that Miss Catherine Bull had 
desired her compliments to " Cecilia," and begged her 
acceptance of her opera ticket for the next night, to see 
Anfossis new opera, if it would be of any use. Miss 
Bull then called out, — 

" And pray give my compliments, too, — though I 
should be dreadfully afraid of her !" 

How provoking that they have this simple notion ! 
as my father himself once answered them, — 
" So tame a lion, who can say fie on 7" 

i am glad, however, there seems a little opening to an 
acquaintance I so much desire. 1 accepted the ticket, 
and should if I had not wished for it, merely that I 
might have to thank her for it. 

Thursday. — We were ail invited to Sir Joshua Rey- 
nolu*', to dinner, but 1 was engaged to Mrs. Thrale. In 
the morning. Miss Benson returned my visit, and Miss 
Streatlield called also, and sate hours, and Mrs. Hat- 
sell called too, and sat only minutes. I am increasing 
my acquaintance daily, and that, whether I will or not, 
with new folks of all sorts. 

At Mrs. Thrale's, we were comfortable and alone. 
She and her daughter carried me to the o^era houae. 
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auil tried to entice me to sit in the pit witli them ; but [ 
bad already engaged a place in Mrs. Fitz'e box. I can 
give you but little account of the opera, for I was much 
disappointed in it. My expectations had planned an- 
other fiuona Figliuola, or Kraschetana, from Anfbssi, 
— but it is a pretty opera, simply, and nothing more. 
Allegrante sung very well, but — but — but — oh, how 
has Pacchierotti spoilt me I 

Fhidav, — ^There was a grand assembly at Lady Gi- 
deon's ; and every thing in the liouae, both of decora- 
tions, refreshments, and accommodation, was in greater 
magnificence than I have yet seen. Lady Gideon is 
still very pretty, and extremely gentle, well bred, at- 
tentive, and amiable. Sir Sampson seems all good- 
nature, and his desire to oblige is unreniittiag, and 
there is even a humility in the manners of both that 
makes it impossible to quarrel with them for such other 
brighter qualities as they have missed. 

The moment my recqjtion was over, and my dear 
father being witli me, I felt no awkwardness in my 
entrance. Mrs, Walsingham came up to me, and in- 
vited me to her house for the next Monday morning, 
to meet Lady Gideou, who was to go and see her paiut- 
ings. There was no refusing, and, indeed, I wished to 
see them, as they are of great fame in the world, and, 1 
fancy, very well worth seeing. 

The next who found me out was Sir Joshua, anQ the 
instant I told him of the engagement 1 had made, he 
said he would go too, for he was invited to call some 
morning, so he would choose Monday, He kept with 
me, to my great satisfaction, the principal part of the 
evening. lie is so pleasant, unafiected, and agreeable, 
that there is no one, among those who are of celebrity, 
I can converse with half so easily and comfortably. 
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Late ill the evening came in Lady Margaret For- 
dyce, and Lady Anne Lindsay : I had hopes they would 
have eung, hut I was disappointed, for they only looked 
bandaome. Mrs. Hampdeo, also, did that, and was 
inach less in her airs. 

Among my acquaintance, were Lord Gage, Miss 
MoQckton, Mr. Selwyn, Mr. Swinerton, Harry Cotton, 
Mr. H. Shelley, .Mrs. Walsingham, the Thrales, and 
Sir Joshua. Among tliose at whom I looked, were Sir 
Hugh Dalrymple, author of the Memoirs, a very re- 
spectable looking man, Mr. Erskine, and Soame 
Jenyngs. 

Sir Joshua desired me to speak to Soame Jenyngs, 
for he said he was uow of an age to be entitled to such 
an attention. You may suppose I complied readily. 
Another time, when he had strolled away for a few 
minuteg, he hastened back to me, and exclaimed, — 

" I have just found out Mr. Simkius ! " 

" Where ? which is he ? " 

"There, — that gentleman, who is bowing to Lady 
Juliana Penn." 

" Mercy ! " cried I, perceiving, to my great dis- 
may, Mr. Selwyn, "Why, that is one of our intimate 
friends!" 

" O, is he so?" cried he, with great readineas, 
" Why, then, that, I suppose, is the reason of the re- 
semblance ! " 

Wicked enough ! however, by no means true. 

Afterwards 1 had some talk with the Duca di San- 
gro, a Neapolitan nobleman ; very young, excessively 
handsome, and very gay, talkative, sportive, and fio- 
licsome. lie took oS' the French manner of sieging 
in general, then M. le Gros in particular; he acted, 
capered, talked comical bad Enghsh, sang, languished^' 
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laughed and mimicked; and, in short, was an admi- 
rable and most diverting buffoon. 

A small part of the company, consisting of about 
thirty, were kept to supper; my father and self were 
of the number. The entertainment given was superb, 
and most elegantly costly. Twenty-four had seats at 
our table ; the rest stood round, till another supper 
was prepared in another room. But I shall give no 
further particnlars, as the evening, altogetlier, was but 
tiresome. 

Sunday, Dec. 22. — I went to the French chapel in 
the morning, and found Mr. Seward here wlien I re- 
turned. He was followed by Barry, and succeeded by 
Pacchierotti, who, in rather better spirits than I have 
lately seen him, told me he had been admitted for half- 
an-hour the day before to Lady Clarges, as poor Sir 
Thomas was a little better. She told him that Sir 
Thomas, though often delirious, never failed, in his 
intervals of reason and of ease, to inquire for Pacchi- 
erotti, and to call out, " Has Pacchierotti been here 
to-day X " — " Does Pacchierotti call always to ask how 
I do himself?" This affected the feeling of Pacchi- 
erotti very strongly. 

Lady Clarges, in this short interview, inquired very 
much about you, and whether you were coming to 
town, and how your health was, and what were your 
designs. "Indeed," added the Pac, "is a very true 
regard which Lady Clarges she has always for Mrs. 
Phillips." 

I asked him if he had heard that Miss Catlierine Bull 
had lent me an Opera ticket — and told him T very much 
wished to be acquainted with her family. He looked 
much pleased, and called out, "Then, I am sure, it is 
in youT own power, for Doctor Burney can " He 
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stopped, as if suddenly recoUectmg, and checking him- 
self, and added, " I don't know, ma'am, how it Is; but 
you have made, indeed, all the people, not only for the 
young, but at the same time for the old, quite afraid of 
you. Indeed, is their just veneration fffalch is the cause 
of such a thing." 

This always much vexes me, but I know not how to 
conquer so imfatr a prejudice, while I never can get 
sight of these folks, except through an opera-glass : in 
which way they most assiduously view me in return, 
whenever 1 am iit Mrs. Fitzgerald's box. By his say- 
ing the old, as well as the young, I suspected he meant 
Lady Mary Duncan ; and upon sounding my father, 
he acknowledged she professed the same ridiculous 
fear, 'Tia horribly provoking^ and thwarts my most 
favourite views. 

MoMDAY. — 1 waited upon Mrs. Walsinghara. I 
found Lady Gideon and two of her daughters, and. 
Lady Middleton, and two other ladies, all assembled 
to see these pictures. I was, indeed, extremely pleased 
with the exhibition. They appear to me surprisingly 
well executed, and the subjects are admirably chosen 
and selected . They are chiefly copies from old pictures, 
or from Sir Joshua Reynolds. Two were lent her by 
the King himself, at Windsor, — a Silence, a beautiful 
picture of Caracci, ami a Madonna and Child of Guido. 
The others are chiefly from the Devonshire collection^ 
of Sir Joshua; she has the Fishing Boys, the noble 
Angel viewing the Cross, two Samuels, a beautiful 
Child, and one other I cannot recollect. She has, 
also, copied Gainsborough's sweet Shepherd's Boy : 
and there are originals, by herself, of Capt. Walsing- 
ham, and her son, and Miss Boyle. These are all in 
oils. There were also some heads in Crayons, and 
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several smail figures in Plaster of Paris by Miaa 
Boyle, who inherits her mother's genius and fondness J 
for painting, and ivho behaved with great modesty and I 
politeness. They shewed me, also, a work of Mrs, 
Delany, which they have framed. Tis from an inven- 
tion of her own, a Geranium — composed of paper 
stained different colours, cut out very delicately, and 
pasted upon paper, so as to look in relief, and the 
effect 13 extremely pretty. This she did at eighty-two ! 

I would have made my exit at the same time with 
the rest of the company, but Mrs. Walainghara would 
not sntfer me, and made me stay and chat with her for 
I believe two hours. She insisted upon my telling her 
the whole history of ray writing and publishing " Eve- 
lina," and was curious for the most minute particulars. 

When this curiosity was satisfied, she gave me a 
long history of herself, and Iier painting, with equal j 
openness, and then said, — 

" But do pray, now, Miss Biimey, let me ask one | 
thing more — how came you to write that book that ii 
ray first darling — Cecilia ? did the idea come to you by 
chance? or did you regularly sit down to write by 
design?" 

I had then to satisfy her about this, and she spared 
not for praises in return, but said one thing which ex- 
tremely astonished me. 

" The character," cried she, " which I most delight 
in is Mr. Briggs. I think it the most admirable and 
entertaining in the hook." 

" I am very glad to hear it, ma'am, for he has very 
few friends." 

"Oh, I know many people think him too low, but 
that 19 merely from choosing only to look in the upper 
circle. IS'ow, I am not at all surprised to find that the 



1782] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 209 

queen objects to him ; — a foreigner, and in so exalted a 
station, may ^rell not understand so vulgar a miser; 
but why people in common life should object to what 
in common life is to be fouud, I don't understand. 
For myself, while I paint, or work, 1 can divert myself 
with thinking of him, and, il' I om quite alone, I 
can burst out a-laughiug by recollecting any of his 
speeches." 

You will easily believe I was by no means so sorry 
at the queen's objection, as I was glad and surprised 
that Ler majesty should ever have met with the book. 

"But bow wouderfully you have contrived," she 
added, " to make one love Mrs. Delvile for her sweet- 
ness to Cecilia, notwithstanding all her pride, and 
always to hope the pride is commanded by the hus- 
band." 

" No, ma'am," answered I, " I merely meant to 
shew how differently pride, like every other quality, 
operates upon different minds, and that, though it is so 
odious when joined with meanness and incapacity, as 
in Mr. Delvile, it destroys neither respect nor affec- 
tion when joined with real dignity and generosity of 
mind, as iu Mrs. Delvile." 

I had much more to have said of my meaning and 
purpose in these characters ; but she has so much esta- 
blished in the world an opinion of her own pride, that 
I was glad to leave the subject. 

In the evening 1 went to Lady Rothes's with my 
father. I found her, as I had left her at Brighton, 
amiable and sociable. I never tell you when the invi- 
tations come, for 1 rather fancy you will not conclude 
I am likely to go without them. The party was a 
good one, — Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. Walsingham, Mr. 
and Mrs. Pepys, sweet Mrs. Tlirale and her daughter., 

VOL. I J. ^ 
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Dr.Cadogan, Miss Streatfield. Mr. Wraxall, Lord Fal- 
mouth, Mr. Seward, Mrs. Ord, and some otherB I did 
not Ttnow; bat the evening was a most melancholy 
one, for I soon heard, from Mrs, Ord, that poor Sr 
Thomas Claires was-dead! How sorry was 1 for his 
lady, for Pacchierotti, and for you! I could never get 
you a moment out of my bead; and from the time that 
I heaixl it, I could do nothing but wish myself «t 
iiome. 

The next morning, Tuesday, I wrote a little note of 
consolation and good wishes to poor Paccliierotti. My 
father called on the Miss Bnlls, and found tliem in 
deep alHiction. 1 long to bear if Lady Louisa Nugent 
can go to Lady Clargea. I believe she is now oat of 
town. 

I called upon Bessy Kirwau, and stayed with her a 
couple of hours; and all our talk was of poor Pacchi- 
erotti and his loss, and dear Susy and her health. As 
I had the coach, 1 then sjiit cards at Mrs. Chapoue's, 
who has sent me an invitation. I declined; for so I 
do by Bl least half I receive, much as I go out ; — and 
at Mrs. llatsell's, and Mrs. Paradise's, and Lady 
Gideon's. 

When I came here, I found Mrs. Wilkinson, who 
insists upon again renewing our long-dropped acquaint- 
ance. She is somewhat improved, I think, and much 
less affected. Mrs. Ord also called, at the desire of 
Secretary Ord's lady, to make a tender of acquaintance 
■with me. 

I begin to grow most heartily sick and fatigued of 
this continual round of uniting, and these eternal new 
acquaiu lances. I am now- an-anging matters in my 
mind for a better plan ; and I mean, henceforward, 
never to go out niovc than three davs in the week; 
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and, as I am now Eitnated, with Mrs.Thrale to seize 
every moment I do not bide from her, it will reqnire 
all the maiiajenient I chu possibly make use of to 
limit my visits to only half the week's days. But yet, 
1 ara fixed in resolving to put it in practice, except 
upon some very singular and unforeseen occasions, as I 
really have at present no pleasure in any party, from 
tiie trouble and tiresomeness of being engaged to so 
many. 

For my own part, if I wished to prescribe a cure for 
dissipation, 1 should think none more effectual than to 
give it a free course. The many who have lived so 
from year to year amaze me now more than ever; for 
now more than ever 1 can judge what dissipation has 
to offer. I would not lead a life of daily engagements 
even for another month, for any pay short of the most 
serious and substantial benefit. 1 have been tired some 
time, though I have only now broke out: but I will 
restore my own spirit and pleasure by getting more 
courage in making relnsals, and by giving that zest to 
company and diversion wliich can only be given by 
making them subservient to convenience, and by taking 
them in turn witli quietness and retirement. 

This is my intention, and I sliall never, by inclina- 
tion, alter it. 

Now, to return to Tuesday, one of my out-days. 

I went in the evening to call on Mrs. Thi-ale, and 
tore myself away from her to go to Bolt Court to see 
Dr. Johnson, who is very unwell. He received me 
with great kindness, and bade rae come oftener, which 
I wil( try to contrive. He told me he heard of nothing 
but me, call upon him who would ; and, though he 
pretended to growl, he was evidently delighted for me. 
His usual set, Mrs. Williams ati4 Mva. \i<& "^'iSCTis^ 
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were nith liiiu ; und Bome. queer man of a parsou who, 
after grinning at me Bonte time, said, — 

" Pray, Mrs. De Mulliiis. is the tifth volume of 
'Cecilia' at home yet? Dr. Johnson made m<>read it, 
ma'am." 

" Sir, he did it mueh honour " 

" Made you, air?" said the Doctor, "you give an 
ill account of your own taste or undei'standing, if you 
wanted any mah'uig to road such a hook as ' Cecilia.' " 

" Oh, sir, 1 don't mean that; for I am eure I left 
every thing in the world to go on with it." 

A shilling was now wanted for some purpose or 
other, and none of them happened to have one ; 1 
begged tiiat I might lend one, 

" Ay, do," said the Doctor, " I will borrow of 
you ; authors are like pritateers, always fair game (or 
one another." 

" True, sir," said the parson, " one author is always 
robbing another," 

" I don't know that, sir," cried the Doctor; " there 
sits an author who, to my knowledge, has robbed 
nobody. I have never once caught her at a theft. The 
rogue keeps her resources to herself!" 

CuuisTMAs Day, — And a merry one he it to my 
Susy! 1 went to Oxendon chapel, and heard a very 
good sermon, by a Mr, Lazard, against in6delity ; and 
I came home and repeated it for divers purposes. I 
was soon followed by Miss Palmer; and, just as she 
took her leave, came Pacchierotii, looking so Jll — so 
thin — so dejected! He came to thank me for my con- 
solatory note, and he stayed till dinner-time. > Our 
whole talk was of poor Sir Thomas and his lady, I 
was happy, however, to keep hini, and to make him 
talk ; for he savs that when he is at home he is in a 
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state so deplorable it cannot be (tescribed. He pressed 
me to make use both of Lady Mary's tickets and her 
box for the next comic opera ; but 1 refused both, as I 
intend to go but ooeo or twice moru to the comic 
opera, and then can make use of Mrs. Crewe's ticket. 

TiruHSDAV. — In the morning Mr. Cambridge came, 
and made a long visit. He is entertaining, original, and 
well-bred ; somewhat formal, but extremely civil and 
obliging, and, I believe, remarkably honourable and 
strict in his principles and actions. 

I wished I could have been easy and chatty* with 
him, as I hear he is so much my friend, and as I like 
him very much; but, in truth, he listens to every 
syllable [ utter with so grave a defei'ence, that it in- 
timidates and silences me. When be was about taking 
leave, he said, — 

" Shall you go to Mrs. Ord's to-morrow?" 

" Yes, sir." 

" I thought 90," said he, smiling, " and hoped it. 
Where shall you go to-night?" 

" Nowhere, — I shall be at home." 

" At home? Are you sure?" 

" Yes." 

" Why, then, Mrs. Burney, my son, and I dine 
to-day in your neighbourhood, at the Archbishop of 
York's, and, if you please, we will come here in the 
evening." 

This was agreed to. And now I am writing up to the 
Tery moment; for it is just seven o'clock, and we ai-e 
going to tea, as these gentlemen are not expected till 
nine. He talked much of Capitano, and said several 
times how happy he should be to know Mrs. Phillips. 

Our evening was really a charming one, The two 
Mr, Camliridges came at about eight o'clock, and the 
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gooii Mr, Hoole was here. My father came doSvii- 
stau-9 to them in high spirits and goad humour, and 
lie and the elder Mr. Cambridge not ouly talked 
enough for us alt, but so well and bo pleasantly tliat aa 
person present bad even a wbli to speak for liimself. 
Mr. Cambridge has the best stock of good stories I 
almost ever heard ; and, though a little too precise in 
his manner, lie is always well-bred, and almost always 
entertaining. Our sweet father kept up the ball with 
him admii'ably, whether in anecdotes, serious disquisi- 
tions, philosophy, or fun ; for all which Mr. Cambridge 
has both talents and inclination. 

The son rises extremely iu my opinion and liking. He 
is sensible, rational, and highly cultivated ; very modest 
in all he asserts, and attentive and pleasing iu his beha- 
viour ; and he is wholly free from the coxcombical airs, 
either of impertinence, or negligence and nonchalance, 
that almost all the young men I meet, except also young 
Burke, are tainted with. What chiefly, however, 
pleased nie in him was observing that he quite adores 
his father. He attended to all his stories with a face 
that never told he had heard them before ; and, though 
he spoke but little himself, he seemed as well enter- 
tained as if he had been the leading person in the 
company, — a post which, nevertheless, I b(3lieve he 
could extremely well sustain; and, no doubt, mocli 
the better for being iu no haste to aspire to it. I ha^'e 
seldom, altogether, had an evening with which I have 
been better pleased. 

And now, for once, ) leave off a packet at the end 
of a day's adventures. So bless you, my Susy, and all 
yonr hearers. 

Friday. — I dined with Mrs. Thrale and Dr. John- 
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son, who was very coiiVk and good bamoiired. Suaaii 
Thrale had Just had her hair turned up, and powdered, 
and has taken to the womanly robe. Dr. Johnson 
sportively gave her instructioaa how to increase her 
consequence, and to " take upon her" properly, 

" Begin," Slid he, " Misa Susy, with something 
grand — soroethiuis; to surprise mauktnd! Let your 
first egaay in life be a warm censure of ' Cecilia.' Yoit 
can no way make yourself more conspicuous. Tell the 
world how ill it was conceived, and how ill executed. 
Tell them how little tlierc is in it of humau nature, 
and how well your knowledge of the world eoablea 
you to j'ldge of the fuilings in that book. Fiud fault 
without fear ; and if you arc at a loss for nnv to find, 
invent wbatever coines into your mind, for you may 
say what you please, with little fear of detection, since 
of those who praise ' Cecilia' not half have read it, and 
of those who have read it, not half remember it. Go 
to work, therefore, boldly j and particularly mark that 
the character of Albany is extremely unnatural, to 
your own knowledge, since you never met with such a 
man at Mre. Cummyn's School." 

This stopped his exhortation, for we laughed so 
violently at this happy criticism that he could not 
recover the thread of his harangue. 

Mrs. Tlirale, who was to have gone with me to 
Mrs. Ord's, gave up her visit in order to stay witli 
Or. Johnson; Miss Tlirale, thei'efore, and I went 
together. Wb found there Charlotte, who had been 
invited to dinner, and who looked very pretty and 
very innocent; Mrs. Chapone, Mr. and Mrs. Pepys 
Mr. Mtitso, and young Mr. Cambridge. There came 
afterwards Mr. Burrows, Lady Rothes, Misa Bur- 
goyne. Dr. Pepys, Mr. Seward, and a lady 1 knew 
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Mrs. Ord received U3 with her usual gooi^reeding. 
Mrs. Chapone was more civil than ever, &nd, after a 
little general discourse, she asked me if 1 had yet heard 
that Swift's Mrs. Delany was among my unknown 
friends. 

" I have a letter," she said, " which I mpst beg to 
shew you from her, for ! think it will be worth your 
running over. It is in answer to one I wi-ote, begging 
to know whether she had met with ' Cecilia." She 
tells me that both she and the old Duchess of Portland 
are reading it for the third time, and that they desire 
nothing so much as an acqitaintance with the amtabltt 
writer," 

There, Miss Susanna, there, daddy, the Old Wits 
have begun the charge ! This was very pleasant to 
me indeed, for if they have citiiosity as well as I, we 
shall all have some end to answer in meeting. 

Saturday, Dec. 28Tn. — My father and I dined 
and spent the day at Sir Joshua Reynolds', after many 
preceding disappointments. Our dinner party con- 
sist«d merely of Mr, West,* the painter, Mr. Jackson 
of Exeter, and Miss Reynolds. Mr. West had, some 
time ago, desired my &ther to invite him to our house, 
to see that lion, your sister, saying to him " you will 
be safe. Dr. Burney, in trusting to our meeting, for 
I am past forty, and married." 

My father, however, has had no time, and thei 
I believe he applied to Sir Joshu^^pr the si 
who brought our car<i|^f invitaticpi^id he was to 
carry no other till ours^is answered. 

The moment Miss Palmer had received me with a 
reproachful " At last we are met," Sir Joshua took my 
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liand, and insisted upon wishing me a merry Christmas 
accordiu^ to old forms, and then presenting] me to 
Mr. West, he said, — 

" You must let me introduce to you one 'of your 
greatest admirers." 

Mr. West is a very pleaEing maoi gentle| soft- 
mannered, cheerful, and serene. Mr. Jackson you 
may remember our formerly seeing ; he is very hand- 
some, and seems possessed of much of that ardent 
genius which distinguishes Mr. Young; for his ex- 
pressionB, at times, are extremely violent, while at 
other times he droops, and is so absent that he seems 
to forget not only all about him, but himself. 

They were both exceedingly civil to me, and dear 
Sir Joshua is so pleasant, so easy, so comfortable, that 
I never was so little constrained in a first meeting with 
people who I saw came to meet lue. 

• After dinner Mr. Jackson undertook to teach us all 
how to write with our left hands. Some succeeded, 
and some failed; but both he and Mr. West wrote 
nothing but my name. I tried, and would have written 
Sir Joshua, but it was illegible, and 1 tore the paper ; 
Mr. Jackson was very vehement to get it from me. 
*' I have done the worst," cried I, " and I don't like 

li&gTacing myself." 

^Hkpho!" cried he, just with the enei^y and freedom 

l^^w. Young, "let me see it at once; do you think 
^Bf can do uMk thing with your \eit hand that will 
lessen the cwH of what jmu have done with your 
right?" * 

This, however, was all that was hinted to me upon 
that subject by him. i had afterwards one slight touch 
from Mr. West, but the occasion was so tempting I 
could not possibly wonder at him. Sir Joshua had two 



sQutf-boxes in use, a gold ttnd a tin one ; I ex&mined 
tliem, iiBtl aeked why he made use of such a vile 
and shabby tin one. 

" Why," said lie laughi^, " because I naturally 
love a little of the blackguard. Ay, and so do yoa 
too^ little as you look as il' you did, and all the pe<^Ie 
all day long are saying, where can you have seea 
gach company as you treat us with?" 

" Why you have seen such. Sir Joshii»," said Mr. 
West, taking up the tin snuflWiox, " ibr this box yoa 
mu^ certainly have picked np at Briggs's sale." 

You may believe 1 was eager enough no^w to call a 
new subject ; and Sir Joshua, though lie loves a little 
passing speech or two upon this matter, never ineists 
upon keeping it up, but the minute he sees he has 
made nie look about me or look foolish, he is most 
good-naturedly ready to give it up. 

But how, my dearest Susy, can you wish any wishes 
about Sr Joshua and me? A man who has had two 
shakes of the piilsy ! What miaery siiould I suffer 
if I were only hia nieee, from a terror of a fatal re- 
petition of such a shock ! t would not run volmb. 
tarily into such a state of perpetual apprehension for 
the wealtli of the East. Wealth, indeed, pa- se, 1 
never too much valued, and ray acquaintance with ita 
poeaessors has by no means increased my venerativn 
for it. 

Sir Joshua lias a plan in consideration for institutfal^ 
a jubilee in honour of Raphael, who, thi» Eaater, will 
have been dead 300 years. He is not yet (letermtned 
what ceremonies to liave performed, but he chaiged me 
to set my " little brain" to work in thinking for him, 
and said he should insist upon my assistance. 

I had afterwards a whispering conversation with 
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Mrs. Reynottis, wbieh made me laugb, from her ex- 
cessive odtlness and absurdity. It began about Ches- 
iogton. She espreesed her wonder how I could have 
passed so much time there. 1 assured her that with 
my own will 1 should pass much more time there, as I 
know Qo place where I had hod more, if so much, 
bappiuess. 

" Well, bless me!" cried she, holding up her hands, 
"«nd all this variety comes from onlj one mau ! That's 
strange indeed, for, by what I can make out, there's 
nothing but that one Mr. Quip there !" 

" Mr. Crisp," said I, " is, indeed, the only man, but 
there are aho two ladies, very dear frieudit of mine, 
who live there constantly." 

"What! and they neither of tliem married that 
Mr, — tbaf same gentleman .'" 

" No, they never married any body ; they are single, 
■aud so is he." 

'■Well, but if he is so mighty agreeable," said she, 
holding her finger up to her nose most signiticantly, 
" can you tell me how it comes to pass he should never 
have gut a wife in all this time !" 

There was no answering this but by grinning ; but 
1 thought how my dear Kitty would again have called 
her the old sifter. 

She afterwards told me of divers most ridiculous 
distresges she Iiad f^en in with Mrs. Montagu and 
Mrs. Ord. 

" I had the most unfortunate thing in the world 
happen to me," she said, " about Mrs. Montagu, and 
1 ;dwa}'s am in some distress or misibrtune with that 
lady. She did me tlie honour to Invite nie to dine with 
her last week,— and I am sure there is nobody in the 
world can be more obliged to Mrs. Montagu for taking 
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such notice of any body: — but just wlien the day came 
I was so unlucky as to be ill, and that, you know, 
made it quite improper to go to dine with Mrs. Mon- 
tagu, for fear of any disagreeable consequences. So 
this vexed me very much, for I had nobody to send to 
her tiiat was proper to appear before Mi-s. Montagu ; 
for, to own the truth, you must know I have no servant 
but a maid, and 1 could not think of sending such a 
person to Mrs. Montagu. So I thought it hest to 
send a chairman, and to tell him only to ring at the 
bell, and to wait for no answer ; because then the 
porter might tell Mrs. Montagu my servant brought 
the note, for the porter could not tell but he might be 
my servant. But iiiy maid was so stupid, she took the 
shilling I gave her for the chairman, and went to a 
green-shop, and bid the woman send sonieTjody with 
the note, and she left the shilling with her; so the 
green-woman, I suppose, thought she might keep the 
shilling, and instead of sending a chairman she sent 
her own errand-girl; and she was all dirt and rags. 
But this is not all ; for, when the girl got to the house, 
nothing would serve her but she would give the note 
to Mi-3. Montagu, and wait for an answer; so then, 
you know, Mrs. Montagu saw this ragged green^shop 
girl. I was never so shocked in my life, for when she 
brought me back the note I knew at once how it all 
was. Only think what a mortification, to have Mrs. 
Montagu see such a person as that ! She must think 
it very odd of me indeed to send a green-shop girl to 
such a house as hers ! " 

Kow for a distress equally grievous with Mrs, Ord ; — 

"You must know Mrs. Ord called on me the other 

day when I did not happen to be dressed ; so I had a 

very pretty sort of a bed-gown, like a jacket, hanging 
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at the fire, and I Lad on a petticuHt, with a border on 
it of the same pattern ; but the bed-gown I thought was 
damp, and I was in a hurry to go down to Mrs. Ord, 
to I would not stay to dry it, but went down in another 
bed-gown, and put my cloak on. But only think what 
Mrs. Ord must think of it, for I have since thought 
she must suppose I had no gown on at all, for you 
must know my cloak was so long it only shewed the 
petticoat." 

If this makes you grin as it did me, you will be glad 
of another specimen of her sorrows ; — 

"I am always," said she, "out of luck with Mrs. 
Ord ; for another time when she came there hap- 
pened to be a great slop on the table ; so, while the 
maid was going to the door, I took up a rag that I 
had been wiping my pencils with, for 1 bad been paint- 
ing, and I wiped the table ; but as she got up-staii's 
before I bad put it away, I popped a white handker- 
chief upon it. However, while we were talking, I 
thought my handkerchief looked like a litter upon the 
table, and, thinks I, Mrs. Ord will think it very untidy, 
for she is all neatness, so 1 whisked it into my pocket ; 
but 1 quite forgot the rag with the paint on it. So, 
when she was gone, — bless me! — tliere I saw it was 
sticking out of my pocket, in full sight. Only think 
what a slut Mrs. Ord must think me, to put a dish- 
clout in my pocket ! " 

I had several stones of the saoie sort, and I fear I 
have lost all reputation with her for digniry, as 1 
laughed immoderately at her disasters. 

December 29th. — In the morning called Pacchi- 
erotti, rather in better spirits, but still looking very ill. 
I did not dare mention Lady CInrges, though 1 much 
wished to have gathered some informution, in ovdet: ta 
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have sent it to you ; but be is now so depressed by t!ie 
loss of his friend, that he cannot, without a sadness too 
mnch well to endure, talk or think of him. 

Monday, Dec. 30th. — I spent all the morning at 
my aunt's. In the evening I went, Ijy appointment, to 
Mrs, Chapone, where 1 met Mr. and Mrs. Pepys, Mr, 
and Mrs. Mulso, and Mr. Burrows and his old maiden 
sister. We had rather a imm-dritm evening. I cannot 
bring; myself to be well enough acquainted with this 
set to try at enlivening it, because I cannot help being 
half afraid of them ; otherwise, a little rattling would 
prodigiously mend matters, and, though they might stare 
a Httle. I am sure they ■would like it. 

Mrs. Chapone shewed me a head of Mrs. Delany; 
I admired it much ; there lonks much benevolence and 
sense in it. 

"I am glad," said I, "to see even thus much of 
her." 

" I hope, then," said Mrs. Chapone, " you will give i 
me the pleasure of introducing you to know more of | 



Tuesday, Dec. 31st. — I went this morning with my 
dear father to Sir John Ashton Lever's, where ive could 
not but be entertained. Sir Ashton came and talked 
to us a good while. He may be an admirable naturaJisi, 
but I think if in other matters you leave the ist out, 
you will not much wrong him. He looks full sixty 
years old, yet he had dressed not only two young men, 
but himself, in a grefin jacket, a round hat, with green 
feathers, a bundle of arrows under one arm, and a 
bow in the other, and thus, accoutred as a forester, 
he pranced about; while the younger fools, who were in 
the same garb, kept running to and fro in the garden, 
carefiiUj contriving to shoot at some mark, just as any I 
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of the company appeared at any of the windows. After 
such a specimen of his actions, you will excuse me if I 
give you none of his conversation. 

We met with Mr. NoUekens and Miss Welsh. 

As soon as I came home. I went to Mrs. Thrale's, 
where I bargained for having nobody admitted, and I 
stayed till eleven o'clock, spending as quietly^ sociable 
a day as I could wish. But I was much vexed I had 
not returned somewhat sooner when I heard that young 
Mr. Cambridge had been here, just arrived from Ches- 
ington. I would have given the world, to have heard 
his immediate account of what had passed, and whether 
the place and people had answered his expectations. 
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Wednesday, Jan. Iht, 1783.— This was one of my 
^joiet days at home, upon the new constrnction 1 Tnen- 
tjerned to you. Pacchierotti called for a few minutes in 
iHie morning, to wish us a happy new year, and desired 
i would n<)t forget making his compliments to Mrs. 
PhiUips. upon such &n account. 
< Tmimsdav. — i again spent at home. 

FriKay, Jaw. :Jd, Was a very bnsy day. In the 
fflorhing there Was a grand rehearsal of a new serious 
opera. Mrs. Fitzgerald had engaged to go with me, 
but sen(.m« suddenly an excuse. 1, tlierefore, wrote 
to ask Mrs, Ord, for she had said she should like it a 
few days befotre. She sent me a very kind answer, 
hnd called for me at twelve o'clock. 

'We got into a Vefj' good box, though so much in the 
dark that Pacchierotti did not know me. Tliere was 
very little company. The famous old dilettante, Mrs. 
French, was in the next box to ours, and put her head 
jn to ask if I was not " Miss Mee ?" Mrs. Ord had a 
good mind to answer no, Miss B. However, when E 
told her of her mistake, she entered, nevertheless, into 
chat, asking my opinion of the opera, and what was 
the story, and the new singer, Carnevale, &c. 

The opera is called " Cimene," and the story is 
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the " Cid," Tlie music Bertoni's. Some is very 
pretty, some very trite, and a good many passages bor- 
rowed from Sacchini, Many things, however, in the 
scheme of the opera were, to me, quite new. The 
duet they begin and end together, without one solo bit 
for either singer, ft is extremely pretty, and If Pozzi 
had the upper part would have been beautiful, Thft 
conclusion is a long historic finale, such as we have 
been only used to in comic operas ; and just before the 
last chorus Pacchierotti has a solo air, accompanied 
by the mandoline, which has a mighty pretty effect ; 
but, not being espected, John Bull did not know 
whether it would be right or not to approve it, and, 
therefore, instead of applauding, the folks only looked 
at one another. 

The new singer, Carnevale, has a loud, violent voice, 
very harsh and unpleasing, and as little manageable or 
flexible as if she had sung all her life merely by ear, 
and without teaching of any sort. She has all the 
abilities to be a great singer, and she Is worse than any 
little one. Pacchierotti 's first song is a sweet mezza 
bravura, or sweet, at least, he made it, with the same 
words Millico had, ' Placa lo stlegno, O cara." His 
second is " una vera cantabile." Ob, such singing! — -, 
so elegant! — bo dignified! — so chaste! — so polished! 
I never hear bim sing without wishing for you, who 
only feel his singing as my &iher and I do ; for mjr 
father seems more and more delighted with it every , 
time he hears him. 

Friday, 4th Jan. — We had an invited party at 
home, both for dinner and the evening. The occasion 
was in honour of Dr. PaiT, of Xorwich, Mr. Twining'a 
friend ; and who has been very kind about our Charles. 
He had been asked to dinner, to meet Dt. Jcilvwiaw, 
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bnt could not come till the evening. Mr. Seward and 
Mr. Sastres came SBriy. Charles, also, came from Chia- 
wick. 

Dr. Johnson came so very late, that we had all given 
him up : he was, however, very ill, and only from an 
extreme ot' kindness did lie come at all. When I vrent 
up to him, to tell how sorry I was to iind him so un- 
well, — 

"Ah!" he cried, taking my hand and kiseing it, 
" who shall ail any tiling when ' Cecilia' is so near? 
Yet you do not think how poorly I am!" 

This was quite melaDcholy, and all dinner time he 
hanlly opened his mouth but to repeat to me, — "Ah ! 
you little know how ill I am." He was excessively 
kind to me, in spite of all his pain, and indeed I was so 
sorry for him, that I could talk no more than himself. 
AH our comfort was from Mr. Seward, who enlivened 
us as much as he possibly could by his puns and hia 
sport. But poor Dr. Johnson was so ill, that after 
dinner he went home. 

Very early in the evening came Mrs. Fitzgerald, 
who has all her life been dying to see Dr. Johnson, and 
who, 1 am sure, was extremely disappointed in missing 
hiin. Soon after came Mrs. Ord, who was less pro- 
voked, because her curiosity has oAen been gratified. 
Then came young Mr. Cambridge, who had had the 
same inducement sent him. Charles abo came, and 
Mr, P tlie only accidental caller-in of the party. 

My father now came up to me, followed by Dr. 
Parr, and said, — 

" Faniiy, Dr. Parr wishes to be introduced to you." 

I got up, and made my reverence. 
' Dr. Parr," said my father, " gives us hopes of 
ing ilr. Twining this year." 
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" If Miss Buniey," ci'ied the Doctor, " would write 
to him, success would be certnhi. I am sure he could 
resist nothing from her hand. Tell him he must come 
and see Mrs, Siddons." 

" Ay," said my father, " and hear Pacchierotti." 

"Whatever Miss Burney tells him, will do — one 
line from her would do. And if Bhe makes u^e even of 
any false pretences, as they will be for bo good a par- 
pose, I will absolve her," 

I hate, even in jest, this loose morality from a cler- 
gyman. I only courtesied, and so forth, hut attempted 
no answer; and he grew tired, and went on with mj 
father and Mr. Seward. 

Mr. Cambridge then usked me concerning this Mr. 
Twining, and I gave hira a little history of his cha- 
racter, but not so animated a one as of my Daddy, lest 
he should order his horse, and set off for Colchester. 
His enthusiasm tor any thing he supposes admirable 
would never have stopped short of such an expedition. 
We then went on chatting about Mre, Siddons, Mr. 
Garrick, Dr. Johnson, and sundries, till Mrs, Ord 
broke up the party by taking leave. Mi's. Fitzgerald, 
too, went at the same time. 

Mr. P , at last, spied me out, and came squinying 

up to me. His eyes are smaller than ever, and he is 
more blind Ihan ever, and he pokes his nose more into 
one's face than ever. Mrs. Fitzgerald could not look 
at him without bui-stiug into an almost horse laugh ; 
which really made me hardly able to speak to him : 
hut he talked to me with his usual prolific powers of 
entei'tainuient. Dr. Parr, Mr. Seward, my father, and 
Mr. Sastres kept in a clump. 

* • * * • 

Young Mr. Cambridge need not complain of m^ 
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tacitiii'ulty, wbutever bis iather may do. Who, iiideed, 
of all my new acquaintances, has so well understood 
me? The rest all talk of " Evelina" and " Cecilia," and 
turn every other word into some compliment ; while lie 
talks of Chesington, or Captain Pbillips, and pays me, 
not even by implication, any compliments at all. He 
neither looks at tne with any curiosity, nor speaks to 
me with any air of expectation ; two most insufferable 
honours, which I am continually receiving. He is 
very properly conscious be baa at least as much to say 
as to hear, and he is above affecting a ridiculous defer- 
ence to which he feels 1 have no claim. If I met with 
more folks who would talk to me upon such rational 
terms,— considering, like him, their own dignity of full 
ae much value as my ladyship's vanity, — witli how infi- 
nitely more ease and pleasure should I make one in 
those conversations. 

Satubday. — I made visits this morning to Miss 

E and Mrs. Chapone, and found only the last at 

home ; but as she was not only last, but best, it ac- 
corded extremely well with my wishes. I then went 
on to Mrs. Tlirale, with whom I spent the day — always 
■with all my heart. 

Monday. — Mrs. Fitzgerald called for me in the 
morning, to go to the last reheai-sal of " Ciniene." I 
have nothing new to say about it. Mr. Fitzgerald 
brought Paechierotti, for a few moments, into our box. 
He was not in spirits, but could not help singing; 
sweetly. 

As we wei-e coming out of tlie Opera bouse, just at 
the door leading to the Haymarket, I saw the two Miie 
Bulls. Lady Mary Duncan, whom they had been with, 
had gone on. Miss Catherine Bull accidentally looked 
round, and, thinking now or never to put an end to the 
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awkwardness of our acquaintance aiitl no accjuaintancfr 
I ventured to instantly courtesy, tliougli rather uuceiv 
tain wLellier I was known. Miss Catherine returned 
my revei'ence with muoh alacrity, and moet eagerly 
called after her sister, — "Sister! sister 1 here's Mies 
Bumey ! " Miss Bull came back, and more courtesies 
followed. Miss Catheriue Bull tlien btigan a most warm 
eloge of Pacchierotti. 

"1 hope," cried ^e, "the new opera will be ap- 
plauded ! — If Pacchierotti is not applauded, I shall die [ 
He is ao unhappy about it!" 

" it is very unlbrtuaat?," said I, " that even those 
friends he has madC) small as the number is to what I 
wish it, he is not conscious that hi: possesses ; for they 
are, in general, the most quiet and attentive part of the 
audience, and though they listen to him witli as much 
pleasure aa w© do, they hardly think ol" applauding 
him; and therefore he concludes they do not like him." 

" Yds," cried Mise Catheriue, " and one may talk 
one's self out of breath before lie will believe one, when 
one tells him hew many people admire him." 

Mrs. Fitzgerald then made me go with hei- to Coe- 
way's, to see her littlL' girl's picture. I saw alsO' 
some sweet tilings there, especially a miniature of the 
Duchess of Untlaiid, that is beauty itself. I passed the 
rest of tlie day e/iez nous. 

ffuBSQAY. — [ was all the morning with Mrs, Thrale, 
and then went with my Ikther to dinner at Mrs. Ord's. 
We met the Denoyers, and Jonas Hanway, the old 
traveller. He is very loquacious, estremely £ond of 
talking uf what he has seen aud heard, and would be 
very entertainiiig, were he less addicted to retail anec- 
dotes aud reports from newspapers. Mr. Selwyn also 
was there. , 
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Thubuoay. — Again at liome, though Mrs. Tlirale 
cauie to me to offer me a place in lier side-box, to see 
Mrs. Siddous iu " Belridera." I could refuse that 
without offence, though not without surprise, as it wu 
so generally a desirable thing, that it shewed how 
much I really and sincerely coveted a little respite 
from dress and bustle. I had, however, seen and been 
half killed by Mrs, Siddons in " Belvidera," or I could 
not have been so heroic In my domesticity. 

Fbiday. — -Agaiu at home, but not alone, for we had 
visitors all day. Mr. Jackson, of Exeter, came in the 
morning, and brought, as he had begged leave to do, 
his daughter. iShe seems sensible, but she ia rather 
conceited, and fond of talking, and talking as if well 
eatisiied she deserved hearers. 

Before they went caine Miss Streatiield, looking 
pale, hut very elegant and pretty. She was in high 
spirits, and I hope has some reason. She made, at 
least, speeches that provoked such surmises. When 
the Jacksous went, — 

"That," said i, "is the celebrated Jackson of 
Exeter ; I dare say you would like him if you knew 
him." 

" 1 dare say I should," cried she, simpering, " for he 
has the two requisites for me, — he is tall and thin." 

To be sure, this did not at all call for raillery! Dr. 
Vyse has always been distinguished by those two Ipi- 
thets. f said, however, nothing, as my mother waa 
present ; but she would not let my looks pass un- 
noticed. 

" Oh !" cried slie, " how wicked you look! — No 
need of seeing Mrs. Siddons, for expression ! — How- 
ever, you know how much that is my taste, — tall and 
thin ! — but you don't know how apropos it isjust now!" 
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She WHS here niteiTupted by the entrance of young 
Mr. Cambridge, wlio then came into the room. 

He bad a. good deal of talk with Miss Streatfield 
about her dariing Bishop of Chester, at whose house 
he has often met her. She talked of him with her 
usual uarmth of passionate admiration, and he praised 
him very much also, and said, — 

" 1 know no houae where conversation is so well 
understood as the Bishop of Chester's, — except this, — 
where, from the little I have seen — and much more I 
hope to see — I think it is more pleasantly and desirably 
managed than any where." 

Friday. — Mr. Jackson and his daughters came to 
tea in the evening, and Mias Mathias, as a visitor of 
Charlotte's. Mr. Jackson, unfortunately, was in one 
of his gloomy humours, and would not talk with ray 
mother; as to me, 1 never hardly, when the party is 
80 small, can talk with any comfort or spirit. I gave 
the evening wholly, therefore, to Miss Jackson, who 
could give me back nothing in payment, but that I 
had merely done what was fitting to do, 

I made a visit to poor Dr. Johnson, to inquire after 
his health. I found him better, yet extremely far from 
well. One thing, however, gave me infinite satbftuj- 
tion. He was so good as to ask me after Charles, and 
said, "I shall be glad to see him; pray tell him to 
^ali upon me." I thanked him very much, and said 
how proud he would be of such a permission. 

'• 1 should be glad," said he, still more kindly, " to 
see him. if he were not your brother; but were he a 
dog, a cat, a rat, a frog, and belonged to you, I, must 
needs be glad to see him ! " 

Mr. Seward has sent me a proof plate, upon silver 
paper, of an extremely fine impression of this dear 
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Doctor, a mezzotinto, by Doughty, from Sir Joshua's 
picture, and a very pretty note to beg my acceptaaoe 
of it. I am much obliged to him, and very glad to 
have it. 

Saturday, Jan. Htii, — f went early to my dear 
Mra. Thrale's to apead the whole day with her, which 
I did most comfortably, and nobody tvas let in. Id 
the evening, as I had Mrs. Crewe's ticket, I went 
with her and Miss Thrale into the pit at the Opera. It 
was Medonte. Pacdiierotti was charmingly iu roice, 
iuul we sat near the orchestra, and 1 heard him to all 
possible advantage. 

In our way we passed through the coffee-room. 

There we were recognised by Mr. J . He was very 

civil, and soon after we had taken our places, Mrs. 
Thrale being between her daughter and me, be took 
tlie outward seat next to mine, where he sat during 
the whole opeia. He is affected and dainty, but he 
knows music very well, and is passionately an ad- 
mirer of Pacchierotti, which made me yery glad of 
having him in my neighbourhood. A gentleman, too, 
oi his acquaintance, who sat between us, was quite a 
Tohement admirer of the sweet Pac's., yet 1 observed 
that neither of them gave him any applause, — so indo- 
lent people are even in their pleasuies. 

Mr. J , though he talked to me very much, never 

did it while the Fac. was singing, or while any thing 
else was going forward that was worth attention. 

" Have yon read," be said, "the new book that has 
bad such a run in France, ' Les liaisom dangireases?' " 

" No," answered I, not much pleased at the name, 
" I have not even heard of it." 

" Indeed ! — it has made so much uoise In France 1 
am quite surprised at that. It is not, indeed, a work 
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that recommends very strict morality : but you, we all 
know, may look into any work without being hurt 
by it." 

I felt hurt then, however, and very gravely an- 
swered, — 

"I cannot give myself that pruse, as I never look 
into any hooks that could hurt me." 

He bowed, and smiled, and said, that was "very 
right," and added, — 

"This book was written by an officer ; and he says, 
there are no characters nor situations in it that he has 
not himself aeen." 

" That, then," cried 1, " will with me always be a 
reason to as little desire seeing the olUcer as his 
hook." 

He looked a little simple at this, but pretended to 
approve it very much. However, I fancy it will save 
him the trouble of inquiring into my readings any 
more. I ivas really provoked with him, however, and 
though he was most obsequiously civil to me, 1 only 
spoke to him in answer, after tbie little dialogue. 

When the opera was over, ho took leave of us to go 
into some better place, I fancy, for seeing a new dance, 
which was to follow. But 1 was very much surprised, 
when, while 1 was speaking to Mrs. Thrale, a voice 
said, "How do you do. Miss Knrney?" and turning 

about, 1 saw Mr. J 's place had been taken by Mr. 

George Cambridge, You may easily believe I was not 
sorry at the change. I like liim, indeed, extremely. 
Ue is both elegant and sensible, and almost all the 
other folks I meet deserve, at best, but one of those 
epithets. 

When the dance was over, he joined some other 
ladies, and we met with my father, and Harry Cotton, 
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and proceeded to ihe cofFee-room. It was, however, so 
crowded, we could not make way to t!ie door. 

Among the fiue folks was Lady Archer, whom I had 
never before seen so near : and notwithstanding all her 
most unnatural cake of white and red, her features 
were ao perfect and so lovely, I could not help saying, — 

" What pity bo much beauty should be thrown 
away ! " 

" Beauty" repeated H. Cotton, " if any there be, I 
must own it lies too deep for me to see it." 

I went to-day to Lady H's., who has been here. She 
looks extremely ill, and is very ill ; and Miss C, looked 
extremely ugly, and is very ugly ; and the other Misses 
looked extremely affected and conceited, and ore aifected 
and conceited : so looks and facta were well Ruited. 

I then called on Mrs, Fitzgerald, and had a hearty 
and robust halloo with her, comically in contrast with 
the languor I had just left, and then came home, where 
I stayed with my mother the rest of the day, 

MoMDAV, Jan. 13th. — This proved, ahd unexpect- 
edly, a very agreeable day to me. I went with my 
father to dine at Mrs. Walsingham's, where I only 
went so soon again because he wished if, but where I 
passed my time extremely well, Tlie party was small, 
—Dr. Warton, Mr, T. Warton, Mr. Pepys, Mr. Mon- 
tagu, Mr, Walker the lecturer, and my dear Sir Jo- 
shua Reynolds, with my father, were all the men ; and 
Mrs. Montagu was the only other female besides myself. 

Dr. Warton made me a most obsequious bow ; I bad 
been introduced to him, by Sir Joshua, at Mrs. Chol- 
mondeley's. He is what Dr. Jolmson calls a rapturist, 
and I saw plainly he meant to pour forth much civility 
into my ears, by his looks, and watching for opportu- 
ilities to speak to me : I so much, however, dread such 



► 



1783] OF THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 237 

attacks, tliat every time I met his eye, 1 turuetl another 
way, with so frigid a countenance, that he gave up his 
deeign. He is a very communicative, gay, and plea- 
sant coiiyerser, and enlivened the whole day by his 
readiness upon all subjects. 

Mr. Tom Wnrton, the poetry historiographer, looks 
unformed in his niunners, and awkward in his gestures. 
He joined not one word in the general talk, and, hut for 
my father, who was his neighbour at dinner, and entered 
into a tite-a-tele conversation with him, he would 
never have opened his mouth after the removal of the 
second course. 

Mr. Montagu is Mrs. Montagu's nephew, and 
adopted son. He is young, and well enough look- 
ing, has an uncommon memory for all he has read, 
is extremely civil in his behaviour, and seems ex- 
tremely well-formed in his mind, both with respect 
to literature, and to principle. He affects, however, 
talking French rather too much, and has a something 
finical in his manners, that, with me, much lessens 
their power of pleasing. 

Mr. AValker. though modest in science, is vulgar 
in conversation. The rest I have nothing new to 
aay about. 

I was placed at dinner between Sir Joshua and Mr. 
Montagu. I had a great deal of exceeding comfort- 
able and easy chat with Sir Joshua, as 1 always have, 
which makes his very sight enliven me in all these 
places. I had intended not speaking at all with Mr. Mon- 
tagu, as 1 thought him so fine ; but he was so very civil, 
and so pei-petually addressed me, that before dinner was 
over we seemed quite well acquainted. 

When we left the gentlemen, Mrs. Montagu and 
Mrs. Walsingham began a conversation upon Lady 
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Charlotte Finch's late excursion to Spain, and then 
talked upon foreign places and foreign ]ieople wHh 
mach spirit and entertainment. When tlie gentlemen 
joined us, the same subject continued, and was es- 
treniely well treated. Mrs. Montagu was particularly 
cheerful, and said many very good things, indeed, 
nothing was said that deserved not attention. 

Once, however, i was a little startled : the conversa- 
tion, by degrees, fell upon hooks, and every Irod'y 
agreed that Sir Roger de Coverley was, perhaps, the 
firet character ever drawn, for perfection of deline- 
ation. 

" But I cannot help suspecting," said Dr. Warton, 
" it is taken from the life, as there are certain traits in 
it too excellent to have been merely invented : parti- 
cularly that singularity, that wherever he visited he 
always talked to the servants the whole way he went 
up stairs." 

Mr. Montagu here arose, and walking I'ound to the 
back of my chair, said, in a whisper, — 

" Miss Burney, pray how is this? must a character, 
to be excellent, be drawn from the life? 1 beg you 
would tell me?" 

Malicious enough, this! 

" 0," answered I, as easily as I could, " unless we 
knew what cliaracters are, and what are not, drawn 
from the life, 'tis impossible to decide.'' 

ToESDAY — I Spent at Mrs. Thrale's ail the after- 
noon, bat had two engagements for the evening ; one 
with Mrs. Ord, who had written me the finest of pane- 
gyrics from Soanie Jenyns, who had charged her to 
contrive a meeting for him, and she be^ed to see me 
on Saturday. I had no heart for such an encounter, 
and sent an excuse. She tlien insisted upon seeing 
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me, Rnd, when I weut, declared I should fix my own 
day, and sfaetred me Mr, Jenyns' notes upon the subject, 
all expressing his violent impatience for the interview. 
1 was obliged to Bgree for Friday ; but indeed with no 
good will, for i am not at all equal to such formal en- 
garments. If I had met him accidentally I should 
have been much pleased ; but amiiiging a meeting, pro- 
fessedly to hear his compliments, nothing in the world 
but an inability of resisting Mrs. Ord's importunity 
should have made me consent to, 

Mrs. Carter was with her. I could not, however, 
stay, though so quiet a trio would much better have 
suited me. 

We had a note to day from Hetty, who is just re- 
turned from Famham, with a request from the Bishop 
of Winchester and Mrs, North that they might come 
here to tea the next day. Mrs. North has long made 
advances to me of acquaintance ; however, Hetty wrote 
me word from Farnham, that she said she saw I shirked 
her, but she was determined to conquer me, if human 
powers could do it. 

My dear father was delighted, and readily agreed to 
their coming, lie would have had nobody invited to 
meet them ; but my mother, of her own accord, and 
without telling him, sent to invite Mr. George Cam- 
bridge, whose civility to her has won her heart, and 
most especially his bringing her the print of Mrs. 
Siddoas. 

They came very early, the Bishop, Mrs, North, Mr. 
Barney, and Hetty, who had dined with them. Mrs. 
North apologised, with an easy gaiety, to my mother, 
for the liberty she had taken, and then bid Hetty intro- 
duce her to Charlotte and me. She spoke to me at 
once with a freedom and facetiou=ness which she meant 
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to inijpirc lue with the same, and make me shake off 
the sfayneaa ahe had heard belonged lo me with stran- 
gers; but her flightiness, like that of Mrs. Cholmon- 
deley, which it a good deal resembled, only served to 
make me Feel foolish, and wish her to address some-* 
body else. The Bisho]) was quiet and gentle, and 
talked only with my father. 

I was sitting by myself upon the sofa, when Hetty, 
crossing over to me, said, — 

" Mrs. North declares she sees you are going into & 
lethargy, and she has sent me to rouse you." 

Mrs. North then followed herself, and began a vehe- 
ment charge to me not to be formal. She reproached 
me, with great good humour, for so long shirking her 
acquaintance ; said she was sure I had conceived aa 
aversion to her, but gave me ber word I should like 
the Bishop of all things. Then calling him up to ua^ 
she said, — 

" Did not I tell you as we came along that 1 kneir 
she would like you vastly, and me not at all?" 

, " I beg your pardon," cried I, " but perhaps I may 
be less afraid of the Bishop from expecting less of his 
notice," 

" There now — that 's abominable ! She 's afraid of 
me, and not of you." 

" Because I," cried the Bishop, " am afraid of her» 
that 's all." 

My mother now summoned them to look at Mrs. 
SIddons' print, and 1 was glad of the opportunity to 
remove, as this rattling requires more intimacy and 
congeniality to make it to me pleasant. 

Mrs. North, being satisfied with the print, again 
placed me next her on the sofa. She shewed us all a 
very beautiful bouquet, half natural and half artificial, 
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Kttd then, taking it out of ber bosom, she insisted upon 
Jastening it in mine ; and wben I would have declined 
it, cried out, — 

"Come, you little toad, don't be absurd. Let me 
fix it for you at once." 

And afterwards, when I did not instantly understand 
Bome queer speech she made, and which might be taken 
many ways, she exclaimed, — 

"Come, now, don't be dnll !" 

When they were taking leave, Monday was fixed 
upon for all of ub but my mother, who was allowed to 
excuse hei-self, to dine at the Bisliop's. I was engaged 
in the evening to an assembly at Mrs. Thrale's. 

Thursday. — This morning we had a visit from the 
elder Mr. Cambridge. I cannot, however, be at all 
eaey with the father, though I admire him more and 
more, and think all that is formal in him wears off 
upon acquaintance, and all that is pleasant grows more 
a,nd more conspicuous. But he behaves to me with a 
kind of deference that kills me ; he listens to what I 
say, as you would listen to Dr. Johnson, and leans 
forward with an air of respect that, from a man such 
KS him, half petrifies me ; for what upon earth could I 
Had to say that would answer high-raised expectations 
from Mr. Cambridge ? I feel with him as I did vrith 
Mr. Burke — an admiration that makes me delighted to 
hear him ; but that makes me, at the same time, dread 
to bear myself. If they took less notice of me, I should 
do better. 

-He told us he had had great pleasure in seeing again 
his old acquaintance Mr. Crisp, — 

'"But tor Mrs, PhilHpS;" he cried, "I am in love 
with her — I want to marry her — I never was so mudi 
oharmed in so short a time before." 
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J believe I did look a little moi-e at uiy ease when he 
said thie. H is praise of oij Susj is vrortb Laving ; aud 
fae spoke it witli a wariiitli aud pleasare that made me 
almost long to embrace him. 1 think that would hare 
put an end to this distance I complain of pretty com- 
plelely. i 

FniDAY. — ]Vow for this ^ntod interview with Soaiiie 
Jenyne. 1 went with my dear father, who was qaite 
enchanted at the atfair. Dear soul, liow he feeds upon 
all that brings fame to Cecilia ! liis eagerness upon 
this subject, and his pleaBure in it, are truly enthusi- 
astic, and, 1 think, rather increase by fulness thaa 
grow satiated. 

We were late ; there was a good deal of company, 
not in groups, nor yet in a circle, but seated square 
round the room, in order fallowing, — Miss Ellerker, 
Mi-s. ^ame Jenyns, Mrs. Thrale, her daughter, Mrs. 
BuUer, Mr. Canihridgc, sen., Mr. Soame Jenyns, Mr. 
Selwin, Mr. Cambridge, jun.. Miss Burgoyne, a lady 
or two I knew not, and three or four men. 

Mrs. Ord almost ran to the door to receive us, and 
■every creature of this company, contrary to all present 
custom in large meetings, stood up. 

"Why have you been so late?" cried Mrs, Ord; 
" we have been waiting for you this hour. I was 
afraid there was some mistake." 

" My father could not come sooner." 

" But why would not you let me send my coach for 
you? Mr. Soame Jenyns has been dying with im- 
patience ; some of us thought you would not come ; 
others thought it only coquetry ; but come, let us 
repair the time as wc cau, and introduce you to one 
■another without further delay," 

You may believe how happy I felt at this "some 



J783] OF THE AUTHOR OP EVELINA. 243 

ifaougbt," and " others," which instantly betrayed that 
every body was apprised they M'ere to see this &inotig 
rencounter ; and lest 1 should mark it less, every body 
6tiU stood up. 

Mr. Jenyns now, witli all the speed in his power, 
hastened up to ine, and began a long harangue of 
which 1 know hardly a word, upon the pleasure and 
&TOur, and honour, and what not, of meeting me, 
and upon the delight, and information, and auiiigement 
of reading " Cecilia." 

f made all possible reverences, and tried to get to a 
seat, but Mrs. Ord, wheu I turned from him, took my 
hand, and leading me to the top of the room, pre- 
sented me to Mrs. Jenyns. Reverences were repeated 
here, in ailence, however, so they did very welL I 
then hoped to escape to Mrs. Thrale, who held out her 
hand to me, pointing to a chair by her own, and 
saying,— 

•' Must I, too, make interest to be introduced to 
Miss Burney?" 

This, however, was not allowed ; Mrs. Ord i^in 
took my hand, and parading me to the sofa, said, — 

" Come, Miss Burney, and let me place you by 
Mrs. Buller." 

I was glad, by this time, to be placed any where, 
for not till then did the company seat themselves, 

Mr. Cambridge, sen. then came up to speak to me, 
but had hai-dly asked how i did before Mrs. Ord 
brought Mr. Jenyns to mc again, and made him my 
right-hand neighbour, saying, — 

" There! now I have put you fairly together, I have 
done with you," 

Mrs. Buller is tall and elegant in her person ; she 
i a famous Greek scholar, a celebrated traveller uijcm 
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the CoutUtent to see cuslomB and niaa&ei's ; aud a, 
ivomaQ every way singular, for her knowledge mid 
^nterprifiing way of life. 

Mr. Soame Jenyns then, thus called apoa — could 
he do leas'! — begsD ao eulogy unrivalled, I think, for 
extruvagance of praise. All creation was open to me : 
no human being ever began that hook and had povrer 
to put it down : pathos, humour, interest, moral — O 
Qeavene I I heard, however, but the leading words ; 
though every boify else, the whole room being eileul, 
doubtless heard how they huug together. Had 1 been 
Ots^rifid to a (huati'e to hear an oration upon my own 
performances, 1 could hardly have felt more oon-i 
founded. I 

1 bowed my Lead during the first two or thresl 
wntencea, by way of marking that I thought them 
over ; hut over they were not the more. I then turned 
away, but 1 only met Mrs. Buller, who took up the 
panegyric where Mr. Jenyna stopped for breath. 

In short, the things that were said, with the attention 
of the whole company, would liuve drawn blushes into 
the cheeks of Agujari or Garrick. 1 was almost upon 
the point of running away, i changed so often from 
hot to cold that 1 really felt myself in a fever and an 
ague. I never even attempted to speak to them, and 
I looked with all the frigidity 1 possibly could, ia 
hopes they would tire of bestowing such honours 'On a 
subject so ungrateful. 

One moment I had hopes that Mr. G. Cambridge, 
in Christian chai'ity, was coming to offer some inter- 
ruption ; for, when these speeches were in their height, 
he came and sate down on a chair immediately oppo- 
site Miss Thrale, and iiqually near, in profile, to 
hilt he merely said, " I hope Dr. Burney has not 
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wmted hia pamplilet I " Even Mrs. Thrale would not 
eome near me, and told me afterwards it had beeU 
sack a settled tliin^, before my arrival, that I was tO 
belong to Mr. Soame Jenyns, that she did not dare. 

At length, however, the people, finding there was 
no chance of amusement from me, and naturally con- 
cluding Mr. Jenyns could say little more, begnn to 
etitertaiii themselves in a more general way ; and then 
Mr. Cambridge, sen. entered into an argument with 
Mrs. Buller upon foreign customs opposed to Engfish, 
ftud upon the difficulty of getting good conversation, 
from the eternal interTCntion of politics or dissipa- 
tion. 

Mp8. Bcller was clever and spirited, but bold and 
decisive ; Mr. Cambridge was entertaining and well 
bred, and had all the right, I tliought, on his side. 1 
had more relief, however, than pleasure in the con- 
versation ; for my joy iti being no longer the object of 
the company was such as not to leave me quite at 
liberty for attending to what was said. 

The moment they were gone, " Well, Miss Borney," 
said Mrs.Ord, " have you and Mr, Jenyns had a great 
deal of conversation together?" 

" O yes, a great deal on my part 1" 

" AVhy you don't look quite recovered from it yet — 
did not you like it?" 

" yes, it was perfectly agreeable tome!" 

" Did he oppress you?" cried Mr. Cambridge, and 
then began a very warm praise of hiai for his talents, 
wit. and understanding, his knowledge, writings, and 
humour. 

I should have been very ready to have joined with 
hiui, had 1 not feared he meant an implied reproach 
to me, for uot being more grateful for the \iva\w, ot^i 
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man such ts he described. 1 am ^^rry he was present 
if that is the case; but the trutli is, the evening was 
not merelj- disagieeable but painful to me. It became 
now, however, quite the contrary; Mr. Canibridge 
took the lead, and told some stories, that for bninonr 
and comicality 1 think unequalled. 

When we all broke up upon Mrs. and Miss Thrale's 
going, Mr. George Cambridge, verj- good-naturedly, 
said to me, — 

" How sorry 1 have been for you to-night !" 

" 0, 1 shall take care how I come here i^ain," 
answered I ; " 1 have often tied Mrs. Ord up to pro- 
mise ! should find her alone, and I don't mnch think 
I shall be in haste to come again without making the 
Banie agreement." 

Mrs. Ord herself, then coming up to me, regretted 
that Mrs. Boscawen had been at the house ; but, 
though she came on purpose, could not stay ray arrival, 
I was 80 late ! 1 wished to have remonstrated agninst 
her making this silly interview thus public, and in^ 
viting witnesses ; but I saw she lueant me so much 
kindness, that I had not courage to tell her how > 
utterly she had failed. 1 shall not, therefore, complain 
or scold, but only ti-y to guard against any more such 
scenes in future. 

Even my father himself, fond as he is of this ado 
about " Cecilia," was sorry for me to-night, and said I 
looked quite ill one time. 

SiVTrnDAY. — I felt so fagged with the preceding 
day's fuss, that 1 really wanted quieting and refitting. 
Mr. George Cambridge, in the morning, brought 
home my father's pamphlet, and asked me how 1 did 
after Mr. Soame Jenyns. 

"O, pretty well, now!" cried I, " but 1 must own 
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I most Iieartily wUhed myself at plain, quiet, sober 
Chesing^toii the whole of the evening." 

" Well ! "' said he, " you concealed your nueasiuess 
extremely well, for my father never saw it. I saw it, 
and was very much concerned at it ; but when I men- 
tiooed something of it to him this morning, he was 
qaite astonished." 

" 1 doubt not," said ! ; "he only thought I received 
a great deal of honour." 

" No, no, it was not that ; but he has no idea of 
thote sort of things. I am sorry, however, you saw 
S*oame Jenyns to such disadvantage, for he is worth 
your knowing. His conversation is not flowing nor 
regular, but nobody has more wit in occasional sallies." 

"Well, all my comfort waa from Mr. Cambridge; 
when he began that ai^ument with Mrs. Buller 1 was 
in heaven ! " 

*' My father hates argument, loo," said he ; " it was 
a mere accident that he would enter into one. For 
my own part, I was quite sorry not to hear Soame 
Jenyns talk more." 

"Were youV quoth 1, shaking my head a little 
])iteously . 

"Not to you — I don't mean to you," cried he, 
laughing; " but I assure you you would find him ex- 
tremely entertaining. However, was not Mrs, Ord 
herself, though she is a sweet woman, a little to blame? 
Nothing could be so natural as that Soame Jenyns, 
having himself so much humour, sltoutd have been 
charmed with ' Cecilia,' and should wish to know 
you ; but if there had not been so many people, or if 
there had been as many, and they had been set to 
conversing with one another, it might all have done 
verj' well," 
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Wliile he was Lere Pacchierotti called — very graTc, 
but very sweet. Mr. G. C. asked if he apoke English. 

" O, very well," cried 1, " pray try him ; he is very 
amrable, and I fancy you will like him." 

Pacchterotti hegaa with complaining of the variable 
weather. 

" 1 cannot," he aaid, " be well such e.n inconsistent 
day." 

We laughed at the word " inconsistent.'' and Mr. 
Cambridge said, — ] 

" It is curious to see what new modes all lauguages 
may take iu the bauds of foreigners. The natives dare 
not try such experiments; and, therefore, we all talk 
pretty much alike ; but a foreigner is obliged to hazard 
new expressions, and very often he shews us a force 
and power in our words, by an unusual adaptation of 
them, that we were not ourselves aware they would 
admit." 

And then, to draw Pacchierotti out, he began a. 
dispute, of the ditferent merits of Italy and England; 
defending his own country merely to make him abuse 
it ; while Pacchierotti most eagerly look up the gaunt- 
let on the part of Italy. 

"This is a climate," said Pacchierotd, "newer in 
the same case for half an Itour at a time ; It shall be 
feir, and wet, and dry, and humid, forty times in a 
morning in the least. I am tired to be so played 
with, sir, by your climate." 

" We have one thing, however, Mr. Pacchierotti," 
he answered, ''which I hope you allow makes some 
amends, and that is our verdure ; in Italy you cannot 
boast that.'" 

'' Bat it seem to me, sir, to be of no ntihtv so much 
evei'-greeu ; is rather too much for my humble opinion." 
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" AdiI Umu yotir insects, Mr. Paechierotti ; tboae 
alone are a most dreadful drawback upon the comfort 
of your fine climate." 

" To Mr. Cambridge," cried I, meuiing bie &tber, 
'' I aw Bure they ^roald ; for hii^ aversion to insects is 
quite comical." 

He wanted me to explain myself, Ijnt I dare not tell 
a story after Mr. Cftmbridge, eapecially to bis son. 

" I must own," said Pacchierotti, " Italy is ratlier 
disagreeable for tbe insects ; but is not better, sir, 
than an atmosphere so bad as they cannot live in it V 

" Why, as I can't defend our atmosphere, I ouist 
skift Biy ground, and talk to you of our fires, which 
draw together society." 

" O, indeed, good sir, your societies are not very 
invigorating ! Twenty peofJe of your gentlemen and 
ladies to sit about a fire, and not to pronounce one 
word, is very dull !" 

We laughed heartily at this retort courteous, and 
Mr. G. C. was so much pluaaed with it, that he kept 
up a sportive conversation with him tbe whole time be 
stayed, much to my satisfaction ; as most of the people 
the poor Pae. meets with here affect a superiority to 
conversing with him, though be has more intelligence, 
ay, and cultivation too, than half of thera. 

The enitrance of young Mr. Hoole, and afterwards of 
Mrs, Meeke, interrupted them, and Pacchierotti took 
leave. I then made his iloge to Mr. G. C, who said, — 

"i was very glad to meet with Uim; 1 had heard 
he applied very much to our language, and there is a 
softness in lus manner, and at tbe same time a spii'it 
in his opinions, extremely engaging, as well as en- 
tertaining." 

ScsoAY, Jan. 10, — .^nd now for Mrs. Delany, I , 
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speut one hour with Mrs. Thrale, ftnii tben called for 
MrB, Chap one, and we proceeded together to 8t. 
James's Place. 

Mrs. Delany ivas alone in her drawiug-room, which 
is enlirely hung round with pictures of her ohti paint- 
ing, and ornaments of her own designing. She came 
to the door to receive iis. Site is still tall, though 
some of her height may be lost : not much, however, 
for she is remarkably upright. She has no remains of 
beauty in feature, but in countenance I never but once 
saw more, and that was in my sweet maternal grand- 
mother. Benevolence, softness, piety, and gentleness 
are all resident in her face ; and the resemblance with 
which she struck me to my dear grandmother, in her 
first appearance, grew so much stronger from all that 
came from her mind, which seems to contain nothing 
but purity and native humility, that 1 almost longed 
to embrace her ; and I am sure if I had, the recollec- 
tion of that saiut-like woman would have been so 
strong that I should never have refrained from crying 
over lier. 

Mrs. Chapone presented me to her, and taking my 
hand, she said, — 

" You must pardon me if I give you an old-fashioned 
reception, for I know nothing new," 

And she saluted me. I did not, as with Mrs. Wal- 
singbam, retreat from her, 

" Can you forgive. Miss Buruey," she continued, 
"this great liberty I have taken with you, of asking 
for your company to dinner ? I wished so impnCiently 
to see one fiom whom I have received such extraor- 
dinary pleasure, that, as 1 could not be alone this 
morning, I could not bear to put it off to another day ; 
and, if you had been so good to come in the evening. 
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I might, perhaps, have had company ; and t hear so 
ill that 1 cannot, as I wish to do, attend to more than 
one at a lime ; for age makes me stupid even more 
than I am by nature ; and how grieved and mortified 
1 must have lieeii to know 1 had Miss Burney in the 
room, and not to hear her!" 

She then mentioned her regret that we could not 
stay and spend the evening with her, which had been 
told her in our card of accepting her invitation, as we 
were botli engaged, which, for my part, I heartily j 
regretted. 1 

" I am particularly sorry," she added, " on account I 
of the Duchess Dowager of Portland, who is so good 
as to come to me in an evening, as she knows I am i 
too infirm to wait upon her Grace myself: and she I 
wished so much to see Miss Burney. But she said she 
wonid conic as early as possible, and you won't, I 
hope, want to go very soon 1" 

My time, I answered, was Mrs. Chapoiie's, and 
Mrs. Chapone said she could not stay later than half- , 
past seven. 

"Fie, tie!" cried Mrs. Delany, smiling; "why 
Misa Larolles would not for the world go before eight. ! 
However, the Duchess will be here by seven, I dare i 
say, for she said nothing should detain her." 1 

Mrs. Chapone then made me look at the paintings, 1 
wiiich I greatly admired ; particularly a copy of Sac- 1 
chariesa, from Vandyke. There was also a portrait of 
Madame de Sevignd, which struck me very much ; and, 
while 1 was noticing the gaiety of its countenance, 
Mrs. Delany, with an arch look, said, — 

" Yes, it is very enjovre, as Captain Aresby would say." I 

And afterwards of some other, but I have forgot I 
what, she said, — ^ 
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" i don't know bow it is, Mrs. Cliapone, but I can 
never look at that jiicture without thinking of poor 
Btlfield. You most forgive bs, Miss Bumpy ; it is not 
ri^ht to talk of these people ; but we don't know how 
to speak at all now without, they «fe so always in onf 
minds ! " 

Soon after we went to dinner, whicJi was plain, 
ne«t, well cooked, and elegantly served. When it 
was over, I began to speak ; and now, my ChesingtoD 
auditors, look to yourselves ! 

" Will you give me leave, ma'am, to ask if you re- 
member any body of the name of Crisp T " 

" Crisp X " cried she, " what ! Mrs. Ann Crisp 1 " 

" Yes, ma'am," 

" O surely! extremely well! a charming, an ex- 
cellent woman she was ; we were very good friends 
once ; I visited her at Buribi-d, and her sister Mrs. 
Gaat." 

Then came my turn, and I talked of the brother; 
but I won't write what ( said. 

Mrs. Delany said she knew him but very Kttle; 
and by no means so much as she should have liked. 
1 reminded her of a letter lie wrote her from abroad, 
which she immediately recollected; and I told her 
that the account I had heard from htm and from Mrs. 
Gast, of her former friendship for Mrs. Ann CHep, 
had firat given me a desire to be acquainted with her, 

" I am sure, then," said she, " I am very much 
obliged to them both ; but how Mi-. Crisp can so long 
have remembered so insignificant a body I dont 
know. I beg, however, when you write to him, you 
will give my compliments and thanks to him, and 
also to Mrs. Gaat, for being so good as to think of 
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Mrs. Oliapoue tlien asked me a liutidred questions 
about Mr. Criep, and said, — 

" Pray is he a Doctor Li/ster?" 

" I don't Vuow Dr. Lysfer, ma'am," cried I, Tery 
tjimply, for the hook was so wholly out of my head at 
the time, that 1 really thought she meant some living 
character. They both laughed very much, and as- 
sured me they should soon teach mc to remember 
names better, if I lived with them. 

This Chestngtonian talk lasted till we went up- 
stairs, and then she shewed me the new art which she 
bas invented. It is staining paper of all potisible 
colours, and then cutting it out, so Boely aiid deli- 
cately, that when it is pasted on paper or vellum, it 
has all the appearance oi' being pencilled, except that, 
by being raised, it has still a richer and more natural 
look. The effect is extremely beautiful. She in- 
vented it at seventy-five! She told me she did four 
Eovrerd the first year ; sixteen the second ; and tbe 
third, 160; and after that mauy more. They are all 
frQm nature, and consist of the most curious Howers, 
plants, and weeds, that are to be found. She has been 
supplied with patterns from all the great gardens, and 
all the great fiorists in the kingdom. Her plan was to 
fiaieh 1000; but, alas! ber eyes now fail her, though 
she has only twenty uudone of her task. 

She has marked the places whence they all came, on 
tbe back, and where she did them, and tbe year ; and 
abe has put her cypher, M.D., at the corner of eaob, 
different coloured letters for every dlfl'erent year — ^such 
as red, blue, green, &:c. 

" But," said slie, " the last year, as I found my eyes 
grew very dim, and tlu'eateued to fail before my WOTk 
was completed, I put my initials in white, for I set 
to myself already working in my \n\\\ii\iv'^'oa'eRS." 
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I could almost have cried at the mingled resigna- 
tion and spirit with which she made this melancholy 
speech. 

Mrs. Chapoiie asked her whether any cold had lately 
attacked her eyesT 

" Xo," said she, smiling, " nothing but my reigning 
malady, old age ! "Tis, however, what we all wish to 
obtain ; and, indeed, a. very comfortable slate I have 
found it. I have a little niece coming to mc soon, 
who will see for me. 

At about seven o'clock, the Duchess Dowager of 
Poi-tland came. She is not near so old as Mrs. De- 
lany, noi-, to me, is her fiice by any means so pleasing ; 
but yet there is sweetness, and dignity, and intelligence 
in it. Mrs. Delany received her with the same re- 
spectful ceremony as if it was her first visit, though 
she regularly goes to her every evening. But what 
she at first took as an honour and condescension, she 
has GO much of true humility of mind, that no use caa 
make her see in any other light. She immediately 
presented me to her. Her Grace courtesied and smiled 
with the most fiattering air of pleasure, and said she 
was particularly happy in meeting with me. 

We then took our places, and Mrs. Delany said, — 

" Mbs Burney, ma'am, is acquainted with Mr. Crisp, 
whom your Grace knew so well ; and she tells me he 
and liis sister have been so good as to remember me, 
and to mention me to her."' 

The Duchtss instantly asked itie a thousand ques- 
tions about liim; — where he lived, how lie had his 
health, and whether his fondness for the polite arts 
still continued. She said he was one of the most in- 
genious and agreeable men she bad ever known, and 
regretted his having seq^uestered himself so much from 
'Ae society of his former fi'ienAs. 
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This conversation lasted a long while, for it was one 
upon which I could myself be voluble. I spared not 
for boasting of my dear daddy's kindness to me ; and 
you can hardly imagine the pleasure, ease, aiid happi- 
ness it was to me, to talk of him lo so elegant a judge, 
who so well knew I said nothing that was not true. 
She told nie, also, the story of the poor Birmingham 
boy, and of the skeiclies which Mr. Crisp, she said, 
bad been so good as to give her. 

in the course of this conversation I found her very 
charming, high-bred, courteous, sensible, and spirited; 
not merely free from pride, but free from affabilitj- — its 
moat mortifying deputy. 

After this she asked me if 1 had seen Mrs. Siddons, 
and what I thought of her. I answered that I admired 
her very much. 

" If Miss Burney approves her," said the Duchess, 
"no approbation, 1 am sure, can do her so much 
credit; for no one can so perfectly judge of characters 
or of human nature." 

'■ Ah, ma'am, " cried Mrs. Delany, archly, " and 
does your Grace remember protesting you would never 
read ' Cecilia!' " 

■'Yes," said she, laughing; "1 declared that five 
volumes could never be attacked ; but since I began I 
have read it three times,'' 

•' O terrible!" cried 1, "to make them out fifteen!" 

■' The reason," continued she, " I held out so long 
against reading them, was remembering the cry there 
was in favour of 'Clarissa' and 'Sir Charles Grandison," 
when they came out ; and those 1 never could read. 
I was teased into trying both of them ; but I was dJa- 
jfusted with iheir tediousness, and could not read 
tIeveTi letters, with all the effort 1 conid make: so 
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mucli about my sUtera and iny bpothere, and all my 
uncles anil my aunte!" 

" But it'youi' Grace had gone on with ' Clarissa,' " 
said Mre. Cbapone, " the latter part muet certainly 
have affcfted you, and charnied you." 

" O, ) hate any thing so dienixl '. Every body that 
did ret»l it liad melancholy faces for a week. ' Ce> 
dlia' is as pathetic as i can bear, and more §ome- 
tiuiea ; yet, iti tlii! midst of tlie sorrow, there is a spirit 
in the writing, a fire tti t^e whole composition, that 
keep off that heavy depreesiou given by Richardeon, 
Cry, to be sure, we did. O Mrs. Deiany, shall yon 
ever forget how ive cried 1 But then we had so much 
laughter to make uh amends, we were never left to 
sink under our concern." 

1 am really ashamed to write on. 

" For my part," said Mra, Chapoue, " when I first 
read it, 1 did not cry at all ; 1 was in an Station 
that half killed me, that ehook all my nerves, and 
iii:ide me unable to sleep :it nigbtg, from the suspeuse 
1 was in; but 1 could not cry, for excess of eager- 
nees. 

" I only wish," said the Duchess, " Miss Buraey 
could have been in some corner, amttsiug heraelf with 
listening to us, when Lord Weymouth, and the Biehop 
of Exeter, and Mr. Lightfoot, and Mrs. Deiany, and I, 
were all discussing the point of the name. $o earnest 
we were, she must have jjeen diverted with us, IVo- 
thing, the nearest our own hearts and interests, conld 
liave been debated more warmly. The Bishop was 
quite as eager as any of ub; but what cooled ns a 
little, at last, was Mr, Lightfoot's thinking we were 
seriously going to quarrel ; and while Mrs. Deiany aud 
i ivere di^];>uring iiliout Mf^. Delvile, he very gravely 
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said, " Why, Itidies, this is ouly a matter of imagiua- 
tiou ; it is uot a fact : don't be so earnest." 

" Ab, ma'am," said Mrs. Delany, " bow hard your 
Grace was upou Mrs. Delvile: bo elegant, so sensible, 
sojudicious, so charming a nomaii." 

" 0, I hate her," cried the Duchess, " resisting that 
sweet Cecilia ; coaxing her, too, all the time, with such 
hypocritical flattery," 

"I shall never forget," said Mrs. Delany, "your 
Grace's earnestness when we cauie to that part where 
Mrs. Delvile bursts a blood-vessel. Down dropped the 
book, and just with the same energy as it'yoor Grace 
had heard some real and important news, you called 
out, 'I'm glad of it with all my heart!'" 

" What -disputes, too," said Mrs. Chapone, " there 
are about Briggs. 1 was in a room some time ago 
where somebody said there could be no such cha- 
racter; and a poor little mean dty man, wh<l was 
there, started up and said, ' But there is though, for 
I'ae one myself!'" 

"Tlie Harrels! — 0, then the Harrels!" cried Mrs. 
Delany. 

" If you speak of the Harrels, and of the morality of 
the book," cried the Duchess, with a solemn sort of 
Toice, " we shall, indeed, never give Miss Barney her 
due : so striking, so pure, ao genuine, so instrnctive," 

" Yes," cried Mrs. Chapone, " let us complain bow 
we will of the torture she has given our nerves, we 
must all join in saying she has bettered us by every 
line." 

" No book," said Mrs. Delany, " ever was so useful 
as this, because none other that is so good was ever so 
much read." 

I think I need now write no more. I could, indeed^ 

VOL. II. ^ 
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hear no more : for tbis last so serious praise, from clis- 
racters so respectable, so moral, and so aged, quite 1 
affected me; and tliougb I bad wished a ihousanil [ 
umes during the discourse to run out of the room, 
when they gave uie finally this solemn sanction to the I 
meauiug and intention of my writing, I found it not I 
without difBculty that I could keep the tears out of J 
my eyes ; and when 1 told what had passed to odr i 
sweet father, his quite ran over. 

Of all the scenes of this sort in which I have been j 
engaged, this bas been the least painful to me, &om 
my high respect for the personages, trom ibeir own 
elegance, in looking only at one another while tbey 
talked, and from having no witnesses to either watch I 
Die or to be wearied themselves : yet I stilt say only 1 
least painful; for pleasant notblug can make a con- 
versatiou entirely addressed to one who has no means 
in thfe world of taking any share in it. 

This meeting had so long been in agit&tioR, and so 
■uucb desired by myself, that I have not spared for 
being circumstantial. 

The Duchess had the good- sense and judgment to 
feel she had drawn up her panegyric to a climax, and 
therefore here she stopped ; so, however, did not we, 
for our coach was ready. 
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mbly at Mrs. Tliralt;'s — Owen Cambridge and Dr. John- 
wn — llr. Bowles — His Enthusiasm about Johnson — An Even- 
ing Party — Facohierotti and Bertoni— ilr. Twining — A Cha- 
racter — Dr. Johnson's careleasnesa of liis "Writings — Baretti's 
Dialogues — Mrs. Byron — Correi^Mindence — Miss Bumey to 
Air. Crisp — Dr. Bumey to Mr. Crisp— Dlnesn and Death of 
Mr. Crisp. — Dr. Bumey to Jlias Burney — Sorrow and Con- 
dolence — Diary liesumed^Uliiess of Dr. Johnson — Affectiug 
Anecdote of him — A Party at Sirs. Veeey's — Mrs, Garrick, 
Miss More, Horace ^Valjwlc — Miss Bumey's Introduction ti 
Horace Walpoie — Another Party at Mrs. Vcsey's— Walpole, 
Burke, Sir Joshua Reynolds — The Abb£ Berquin — L'Aini 
des Enftau — A Day with Mrs. Delany — A I'orty at Dr. 
Buntcy's — Strange, the celebrated Engraver — Dr. tiarthshore 
— Iloole, the translator of "Tasso" — A Party at the Bishop of 
Winchester'a — A Day at Twickculiani — Owen Cambridge — 
Thoughts on Dying — A Pleasant Tite-a-tfte — Anecdotes- 
Gibbon, the Historian — His Ducking in the Thames — ffinner 
at Lady Mary Duncan's — Mrs. Lock, of Norburj- I'ark— 
Musical Idol ~ Mrs. Delany — Letter from Dr. Johnson to Mies 
Bumey — A Visit to Dr. Johnson — His Conversation — The 
BasBleus— Mr3.Thrale— A Little Mystery— A Party at Mrs. 
Vesey's— Chit-chat — Owen Cambridge — Jlrs.Walainghnm— 
Lady Spencer — Sir William Hamilton — Tablc-tnlk — Lord 
Lyttleton and Dr. Johnson — Johnson in a Passion — Curious 
Anecdote of him — Singular Scene — Johnson and Mrs. Mon- 
tagu — Anecdotes of Horace WaliHile^ — Party at the Pepys's — 
A Party at Mrs. Chapone's — Anecdote of Burke. 
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Tqursdav, Feb. 23d. — How sorry I have been, my ] 
swceteet Susy, not to have bad a inonaeat for writing I 
till to day. 

In our journey to town I was not very gay ; tliough i 
I had turned from my best loved Susy mthout onel 
chaste embrace to keep myself hardy. But the minutel 
I had got into the coach, 1 felt provoked that 1 had! 
done it, and I wished I had bid all things defiance fori 
the pleasure which I had denied myself. 

Mr. Cambridge talked a great deal, and aa well, 
and with as much spirit, as any mau could who had so 
ranch toil upon his bauds. Miss Cambridge, indeed, 
talked also ; but I found it out of my power to support 
my own jiarl with any chance of dividing the labour. 

He began talking of Dr. Johnson, and asking after 
his present health. 

" He is very much recovered," 1 answered, " and 
out of town, at Mr. Langton's. And there I hope he 
will entertain him with enough of Greek." 

" Yes," said Mr. Cambridge, " and make his son 
repeat the Hebrew alphabet to him." 

" He means," said 1, " to go, when be returns, to 
J\ir. Bowles, 'm Wiltshire. I to!d him I had heard i 
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I that Mr. Bowles was very much delighted with the 
expectation of seeing him, and he answered me, — 
" He is so delighted, that it is shocking! — it is really 
shocking to see how iiigh are his expectations." I 
asked him why ; aud he said, — " Why, if any man is 
I expected to take a leap of twenty yards, and does 
actually take one of ten, every body will be disap- 
pointed, though ten yards may be more than any 
other man ever leaped !"' 

* * • * * 

I London, Aphii, 2d. — I have much, very much to 
I write to you already, my sweet Susy, though we parted 
I «o lately ; but nothing that ! am more interested in 
I than in what I want to hear of my beloved daddy. 
Yon will indulge me, I am sure, and therefore I will 
resume my journal, — in which there is a gap that will 
make my accounts, for some time at least, fully inteU 
ligible only to yourself; hut when and what you read 
to your coterie you must stop and explicate as well as 
you can. If I help to furnish you with matter of con- 
versation, my little obscurities will be as useful and 
amusing as my copiousness. Tell them so. 

The next day Mr. Cambridge and his s-on called. 
After some general conversation, Mr. C. said, — 

'* I am perfectly satisfied with the reason you gave 

I me that night at Mrs. Thrale's for Albany's rising. 

I madness. I have been reading that part all over 

again, aud I find nothing can he better done. I like 

note and more. But I was startled at the character 

at first ; hut Geoi^e has got an aci^ount of exactly such 

a man. George shall tell it you." 

" The man," said Mr. G. C., " is an old half-pay 
officer. His name, 1 think, is De la Port ; he almost 
lives in St. James's Park, where he "HraiAeis m^^ ^^'S- 
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down, looking about him for any objects he thinks iu 
distress. He then givee them all the money he can 
spare, and he hega for tbeni of liis friends. He once 
borrowed a sum of money of Mr. I., from whom 
I had this account ; and, sume time after, he paid bim 
half, and said, ' I return you alt 1 spent upon mygelf, — 
the rest you will be paid in another place !' He com- 
poses prayers for poor and sick people ; he wears a 
very shabby coat, that he may spend no more upon 
himself than is absolutely necessary; and, in his bene- 
volence and singularity, there is an undoubted mixture 
of insanity. Mrs. L,, when she talked of him to 
me, said, ' the resemblance to the character of Albany 
was so very sti-ong, that she thought it must certainly 
be meant for him,' and desired me to ask Miss Burney 
if she did not know him. I ventured, however, to 
immediately answer, I was sure she did not, merely 
from that circumstance, as I was certain she would not 
have put him in her book if she bad known him." 

" I am very much obliged to you," cried I, " for 
giving her that answer." 

Mr. Cambridge continued : — 

" That which makes the wonderful merit of your 
book — if you 'II excuse my just mentioning it — is that 
you sec with such exact discrimination all classes of 
characters, and let the individuals pass imnoticed." 

Some time after we talked about Dr. Johnson, for 
Mr. G. C. is one of his warmest admirers. He has 
requested me to get him a list of his miscellaneous 
works, as he wishes to collect them : and 1 have pro- 
mised I will as soon as I have a fair opportunity. 

" Though, indeed," I added, " it will be very diffi- 
cult, as I dare say he hurdly knows himself what he 
has written; for he lias made numerous prefaces, dedi- 
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cations, odd chapters, and I know not what, for other 
authors, that he has never owned, and probably never 
will own. But I was sure, when I read it, that the 
preface to 'Barettl's Dialogues' was his; and that I 
made him confess." 

" ' Baretti's Dialogues?' — What are they about?" 

" A thimble, and a spoon, and a knife, and a fork ! 
They are the most absurd, and yet the most laughable 
things yon e?er saw, I would advise yon to get them. 
They were written for Miss Thrale, and all the dia- 
logues are between her and him, except, now and then, 
a shovel and a poker, or a goose and a chair, happen to 
step in." 

We talked, Mr. Cambridgi; and I, next, upon the 
effect of manner, in a beginning acquaintance ; and 
what power some people had, by that alone, of imme- 
diate eaptivation. 

" What a charm," cried he, " is that in your sister, 
Mrs. Phillips ! — what a peculiar felicity she has in her 
manner! She cannot even move — she cannot get ap, 
nor git down, but there is something in her manner 
that is sure to give pleasure." 

At tills 1 fiew into a great passion ! 

Aphil 6th. — My dear Mrs. Thrale spent all the 
morning in my room with me ; and Mr. Twining dined 
and stayed all the day with us. In the evening, you 
know, I had an engagement. My father sent me first, 
as he determined to stay till the last moment with Mr. 
Twining. 

Mr. and Mrs. Pepys received me very civilly, and 
would have carried me to a seat near the fire : but 
I was glad, as I always am where 1 go alone, to catch 
at the first chair in my way, and take possession of it, 
merely to sink from notice. They disputed the ma.l.l« 
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t me some tmie, but I fasteiieil upon a cliur, Rud 
they then gave it over. 

Not tong after this, mj dear Mrs. Thrale, with whom 
I had not had one word, said she must go to take leave 
of Mrs. Byron, and would tlien come back, and carry 
me to Argyii Street, where [ had promised to spend an 
liour or two, as it was her last evening, for early on i 
Monday morning she was to set out for Bath. This i 
ctrcuui stance gave a melancholy cast to the whole 1 
evening, and nothing but the recollection of how nar- 
rowly I had escaped losing her for a longer time, and 
al_a greater distance, conld have made me bear it with 
sufficient composure for observation. As it was, how- 
ever, I took it cheerfully enough, from the contrast of 
the greater evil. 

Mr. Pepys began an eloffe of Mrs. Thrale ; but my 
heart was too full of more serious affection to give vent 
to it, just then, in praise: and soon after my father 
came. Mrs. Thrale still was the topic. And soon 
after that a note was brouglit me. It was from Mrs. 
Thrale, to beg I would join her at Mrs. Byron's, as she | 
could not return to take a formal leave. Her note was ■ 
a very atfecting one. It was meant for the rest of the 
company, as well as myself; but I felt that cither to 
read or hear it would overset me, and I bad no inclin- 
ation for a tragedy scene before witnesses. I therefere | 
only begged my father's leave to go to her. 



iWJss Burneif to Mr. Crisp. 

April 13, 1783. 
My dearest — dearest daddy, 
I am more grieved at the long and most disap- : 
pointing continuation of your illness than I know how J 
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to tell you ; and though my last aceoiint, I thank 
Heaven, is better, I find you still suffer so much, that 
my congratulations in ray letter to Susan, upon what I 
thought yoiir recovery, must have appeared quite crazy, 
if you did not kuow me as well as you do, and were not 
sure what affliction the discovery of my mistake would 
bring to myself. 

I think I uever yet so much wished to be at Ches- 
ington, as at this time, that I might see liow you go 
on, and not be kept in such painful suspense from post 
to post. 

Why did you tell me of the Delanys, Portlands, 
Cambridges, &c., as if any of them came into compe- 
tition with yourself? When you are better, I shall 
send you a most fierce and sharp remonstrance upon 
this subject. At present ! must be content with 
saying, ! will undoubtedly accept your most kind in- 
vitation as soon as I possibly can. Meantime, if my 
letters will give you any amusement, I will write of- 
tener than ever, and supply you with all the prog I get 
myself. 

Susan, who is my reader, must be your writer, and 
let me know if such tittle-tattle as 1 can collect serves 
to divert some of those many mom ^ts of languor and 
weariness that creep between pain and ease, and that 
call more for mental food than for bodily medicine. 
Your love to your Fannikin, 1 well know, makes all 
trash interesting to you that seems to concern her; and 
1 have no greatei* pleasure, when absent, than in letting 
you and my dear Susan he acquainted with my pro- 
ceedings. 1 don't mean by this to exclude the i-est of 
the dear Chesington set — far fiom it — but a sister and 
a daddy must come first. 

God bless and restore you, my moat Aeat 'i,^4.<V^V Xow. 
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know uot hon- kindly I take your thinking of me, and 
inquiring about me, in an illness that might so well 
make you foi^et u^ all ; but Susan assures me your 
heart is as affectionate as ever to your ever and ever 
Siithful and loving child, 

F. B. 



Dr. Bvrney to Mr. Crisji. 

Saturdfly Night, 12tL April. 1783. 
(Written on the same sheet with the foregoing.) 
My dear friend, 

Though the incessant hurry 1 have for some time 
been in has exccoded that of former years, which I 
then thought impossible to be exceeded, yet 1 have 
hardly ever had your sufferings and situation a mo- 
ment out of my mind ; and the lirst question I have 
constantly asked at my coming jaded home of a night, 
has been,- — " What news from Chesington?"' I do 
hope most fervently tliat you will still weather this ter- 
rible attack, and that in a very few months I shall see 
jou alive and happy in my favourite retreat, which 
has been always rendered so superior to all others by 
your presence. . 

Susy was desired to ask you if 1 had any kind of 
book that was likely to afford you any amusement, and 
it is with extreme pleasure that her answer is in favour 
of " iVlcmoires de Petrarque," I will not only send 
that with the greatest pleasure, but a cart-load of the 
choicest and best books in my collection , if you will hut 
furnish a list. 

Adieu my ever dear and honoured fHend 1 may your 
recovery be not only sure, but speedy ! is the most 
heartv wish of him to whom vour loea would be the 






1783] OF THE AliTHO^ OF EVF.LIN'A. 267 

most painful and severe amputation wbicli misfortune 
could perform upon my afTections. 

My wife, as well as all around me, have been greatly 
alarmed for you, and entreat me to send their warmest 
and most affectionate wishes for your speedy recovery. 
C. B. 

[The illness of Mr. Crisp now became so alarming 
that Miss Burney hastened to Chesington, where she 
bad been only a few days when her valued friend 
breathed his last. The annexed letter from Dr. Burney 
was in answer to her account of Mr. Crisp's increasing 
sufferings ; that which follows it was intended to con- 
dole with her on his death, and at the same time to 
rouse her fortitude to bear the affliction with wliick 
she, was overwhelmed.] 



From Dr. Burneij to Miss F. Burney. 

Ah! my dear Fanny, your last letter has broke all 
our hearts ! your former accounts kept off despair ; but 
this brings it back in all its horrors. I wish, if it were 
possible, that you would let him know how much I 
loved him, and how heavily I shall feel his loss when 
all this hurry subsides, and lets me have time to brood 
over my sorrows. I have always thought that, in many 
particulars, his equal was not to be found. His wit,. 
learning, taste, penetration, and, when well, hia con- 
viviality, pleasantry, and kindness of lieart to me and 
mine, will ever he thought of with the most profound 
and desponding regret. 

I know not what to say that -wiU not add to your 
own affliction and all around you. What in the way 
of comfort can be said at present? or at least be be- 
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lieved and received? I rati only wii^li you all possessed 
of fortitude sufficient to bear what now appeBrii inevit- 
alile, and almost imraediate. 'T is terrible, when no 
good can be done, to be in t)ic way of such scenes, and 
yet we console onrsdves with the belief of its being 
right. C. B. 



From Dr. Burnet/ to Miss F. Barnei/. 
I am much more afflicted than surprised at the vio- 
lence and duration of your sorrow for the terrible 
scenes and events at Chesington, and not only pi^ 
you, but participate in all your feelings. Not an hour 
in the day has passed, as you will some time or other 
find, since the fatal catastrophe, in which I have not 
felt a pang for the ii-i'eparable loss I have sustained. 
However, as something is due to tlie living, there is, per- 
haps, a boundary at which it is right to endeavour to stop 
in lamenting the dead. It is very hard, as I have found 
it all my Hfe, to exceed these bounds in our duty or 
attention, without its being at the expense of others. I 
have lost in my time persons bo dear to me, as to throw 
me into the utmost affliction and despondency which 
can be sutfered without insanity ; but I had claims on 
my life, my reason, and activity, which drew me from 
the pit of despair, and forced me, though with great 
difficulty, to rouse and exert every nei-ve and faculty in 
answering them. It has been very well said of mental 
wounds, that they must digest, like those of the body, 
before they can be healed. Necessity can alone, per- 
haps, in some cases, bring on this digestion ; but we 
should not prevent it by caustics or corrosion ; let the 
wound be open a due time, but not treated with vio- 
lencc. To quit all metaphor, we must, alas! tfy to 
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diiuiiiish our sorrow for our calamity, to enable m, to 
support another; as a national ]jeace Is but time to 
refit, a mental is no laore. So far, however, am I 
from blaming your indulgence ol' sorrow on the present 
occasion, that I both love and honour you for it; and 
therefoi-e shall add no more on that melancholy subject. 
* * « # * 

C. B. 



[When the last mournful duties had been per- 
formed at Cbesington, Miss Burney returned to her 
father's house in St. Martin's Street; but some time 
elapsed ere she recovered composure sufficient to 
resume her journal. 

The uext entry relates to an alai-ming paralytic 
seizure of Dr. Johnson.] 



Jovrnal resumed. 
TnoasDAV, Jukb IOth.— We heard to-day that Dr. 
Johnson had been taken ill, in a way that gave a dread- 
fill Rhock to himself, and a most anxious alarm to his 
friends, Mr, Seward brought the news here, and my 
father and 1 instantly went to his house. He had 
earnestly desired me, when we lived so much together 
at Streathara, to see him frequently if he should be ill. 
Ue saw my father, but he had medical people with 
him, and could not admit me up stairs, but he sent me 
down a most kind message, that he thanked me for 
calling, and when he was better should hope to see me 
often. I had the satisfaction to hear fi'om Mrs. Wil- 
liams that the physicians had pronounced him to be in. 
no danger, and expected a speedy recovery. 
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The stroke was coniincd lo Ms tongue. Mrs. Wil- 
liams told m^ 8 luost striking and toucliing circum- 
stance that attended the attack. It was at about foor 
o'clock in the morning : he found himself with a 
paralytic affection ; he rose, and composed in his own 
tuind a Latin prayer to the Almighty, " that wliatever 
were the Bufferings for which he must prepare himself, 
it would please Him, through the grace and mediation 
of onr blessed Saviour, to spare bis intellects, and let 
them all fall upon his body." When he bad composed 
this, internally, he endeavoured to speak it aloud, imt 
found his voice was gone. 

I went to Mrs, Vesey's in the evening, for I tiad 
promised to meet at her house Mrs. Garrick, who 
came to town that day from Hampton. I found her 
and Miss More, and Lady Clareraont, and Horace 
Walpole, Mr. Pepys, Miss Hamilton, and Misa G. ; 
no one else. 

Mrs. Garrick was very kind to me, and invited me 
much to Hampton. Mrs. Vesey would make me sit 
by Horace Walpole; he was very entertaining. I 
never heard him talk much before ; but I was seized 
with a panic upon tiuding he had an inclination to lalk 
with me, and as soon as I could I changed my place. 
He was too well-bred to force himself upon me, and 
finding I shied, he left lue alone. I was very sociable, 
however, with Mrs. Garrick, 

Lady Claremont, Mr. Pepys, and 1, outstajed the 
rest near an hour, Mrs. Vesey would not ijermit me 
to go ; but when the others were gone she exclaimed, — 

" Mr. Walpole is sadly vexed that Miss Burney 
won't talk with him ! " 

'■ if she had any thing to say," cried I, " she would 
be very proud that lie would give her hearing." 
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" Why, dear uia'atn," said Mr. Pepys, good-naturedly, 
" who can talk, so called upon '. 1, who am one of the 
greatest chatterers in the world, li' set upon in that 
manner, why, I could not say a word." 

"What, then," cried she, alarmed, "is it, do yoii 
think, my fault that Miss Burney does not talk?" 

Friday, June 20th. — I went in the morning to Dr. 
Johnson, and heai-d a good account of him. Dr. Kose, 
Dr. Dunbar, and Sam Rose, the Doctor's son, dined 
with us. We expected the rest of our party early; 
though the absence of Dr. Johnson, whom they were 
all invited to meet, took off the spirit of the evening. 

Wednesday, Julv 1st. — I was again at Mrs. Ve- 
sey's, where again I met Mr. Walpole, Mr. Pepya, 
Miss Elliott, Mr. Burke, his wife and sou, Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, and some others. 

Mr. Burke was extremely kind to me, but not at all 
in spirits. He is tormented by the political state of 
affairs ; and loses, I really believe, all the comfort of his 
life, at the very time he is risen to the station his am- 
bition has long pointed out to him. 

1 had the satisfaction to liear from Sir Joshua that 
Dr. Johnson had dined with him at the Club. 1 look 
upon Iiim, therefore, now, as quite recovered. I called 
the next morning to congratulate him, and found him 
very gay and very good-humoured. 

Satuhday, July 5th. — My father and 1 went to 
dinner at Winchester House, Chelsea. Mrs, North 
was rather cold at first, and reproached me with my 
long absence, but soon made up, and almost forced 
from me a promise to go to Farnbaui, as the only 
condition of her forgiveness. She is clever, bright, 
pleasing, eccentric, and amusingly whimsical ; and she- 
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is also beautiful : but her maimer lias aoiuethiiig in it ■ 
alarming, that seems always upon the qui vive. I 

Sunday, July 6th. — We liave now a new mau who 1 
is always at our bouse, M. Berquiu, a French author, I 
who came here a week or two since to present to " Mile. 1 
Bernj," bis work, which is called L'Ami des Enfane. I 
We had a droll interview enough, but I cannot give I 
the time for writing it: but he desired my mother to I 
deliver me the books, with a thousand fine speeches, I 
and never once suspected / was the Mile., though I * 
was in the room all the time. 1 have since made some 
acquaintance with him ; but his rapture wlien I talk to 
him is too great to he excited often, therefore I am ■ 
chary of my words. you would laugb to see how I 
enchartti be thinks fit to appear. His book, however, I 
is extremely pretty, and admirably adapted to its pur- 1 
pose, — that of instructing not only in Frencli, and in I 
reading, — but in morals, all the children who meet 1 
this their true ami. I 

July 7th. — 1 spent the whole day with sweet Mrs. I 
Delany, whom I love most tenderly. I always long | 
to ask for her blessing. We had no company but Mrs. 
Sandford, an old lady who was formerly her eleve, 
and who seems well worthy that bonour. In the 
evening, indeed, came in Mr. Walpole, gay, though I 
caustic; polite, though sneering; and entertainingly I 
epigram in atical. I like and admire, but I could not | 
love, nor trust him. I 

I have always forgot to mention to you a Poem, by I 
young Hoole, called " Aurelia, or the Contest." He sent I 
it me, and I soon found the reason. Ris " Aurelia" | 
runs through the hackneyed round of folly and dissipa* ] 
tion, and then appears suddenly to her, in a visioii, J 
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" The g-uanlian power, whose secret sway 
The wiser females of the world obey." 

Thia guardian power tells her what he has done for 
his favourites, — that he gave to Dudley's wife 

" A nobler fortitude thiin heroes reach. 
And virtue greater than the sages teach.'' 

Then, skipping suddenly to modern times, tbat be 
instructed 

" Streatfield, the leam'd, the gay, in blooming years," 
to assist the poor, to attend the sick, and watch over 
her dying old tutor, Dr. Collier. Then, that he di- 
rected 

" Carter's piercing eyes 
To roll inquisitive through starry skies." 

That he 

" To Chapone th' important task assigned 
To smooth the temper and improve the mind." 

That he told More 

" To guide unthinking youth," &c. 
And then he says, — 

'* I stood, a. favouring muse, at Buroey'a side, 
To lash unfeeling Wealth and stubborn Pride, 
Soft Affectation, insolently vain, 
And wild Extravagance, with all her sweeping train ; 
Led her that modem Hydra to engage. 
And paint a Harrel to a mad'ning age ; 
Then bade the moralist, admired and praised, 
Fly from the loud applause her talent raised," 

And then the coterie concludes with Mrs, Montagu. 
What think you of this our guardian genius? 

Saturday, J CLY 12th. — My father and Charlotte 
and I went again to spend the day at Winchttster 
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House. We met Dr. and Mrs. Warren, and two of 
their sons, and Mr. Sayre, an agreeable young maa. 

Ill the evening my father, Hetty, Charlirfte, and I, 
went to Le Tessier's. To-night he charmed rae more 
than ever by " Le Roi a la Cbasee." His talents are 
truly wonderfnl, and I have never, but from Garrick 
and Paocbierotti, received equal pLeasiuein public 

Jtii-y ISnr. — To-day my fatbei-, my mother, and I, 
went by appointment to dine and spend the day at 
Twieltenbam with the Cambridges. Soon after our 
arrivBl Mr. C. aakcd if we shonld lilce to waft, to 
wbicli we most readily agreed. 

We bad not strolled far befoi'e we were followed by 
Mr. Geot^e. No sooner did his father perceive him, 
than, hastily coming up to my side, he began a sepa- 
rate conversation with me ; and leaving his son the 
charge of all the rest, he made me wait off with him 
from them all. It was really a droll manoeuvre, but 
he seemed to enjoy it highly, and though he said not 
a word of his design, I am sure It reminded me of his 
own old trick to his son, when listening to a dull 
story, in saying to the relator, — " Tell the rest of that 
to George." And if George wbs in as good-humour 
with his party as bis father was with his tcte-a-tele, 
why, all were well pleased. As soon as we had fairly 
got away from them, Mr. Camhiidge, with the kindest 
smiles of satisfaction, said, — " I give you my word 
I never was more pleased at any thing in my life than 
I am now at having you here to-day." 

I told bim that 1 bad felt so glad at seeing him 
again, after so long an absence, that I had really half 
a mind to have made up to him myself, and shook 
hands. i 

" You cannot imagine," said be, "how you flatter 
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me! — and there is nothing, I do assure you, of wliich 
I am prouder, thau seeing you have got the better of 
your fear of me, and feeling that I am not afraid of 
you." 

" Of me, sir? — but how should you be?" 

" Nay, I give yon my word, if I was not conscious 
of the greatest pnrity of mind, I should more fear you 
than any body in the world." 

Which had the greatest compliment, Suay — ^he or 
me? 

" Yon know every thing, every body/' he continued, 
" so wonderfully well!" 

Afterwards, when we were speaking of illness and 
of dying, he assured me that, however pleasant his life 
was just now, he should feci nothing in giving it up; 
for he could not tell what misery he might be saved by 
death, nor what sin. And when this led me on to say 
I had never an illness in my life, without thinking, 
" probably I had better die now," he joined in it with 
such Christian reasoning as almost surprised as much 
as it edified me. 

We then, I know not liow, felt into discussing the 
characters of forward and flippant women ; and I told 
him it was my fortune to be, in general, a very great 
favourite with them, though I felt so little gratitude 
for that honour, that the smallest discernment would 
shew them it was all thrown away. 

"Why, it is very difficult," said he, "for a woman 
to get rid of those forward characters without making 
them her enemies. But with a man it is different. 
Now I have a very peculiar happiness, which t will 
tell you. I never took very much to a very amiable 
woman but I found .she took also to me, and I have 
the good tbrlnne to be in the fevfecS. t,(«^?S.tw» "iS I 



27G DIARY A\D LETTERS [PartVII. 

some Ol" ihe first women in this kingdom ; but then 
there are a great laany women that I dislike, and think 
very impertinent and foolish, and, do you know, they 
all dislike me too ! — they absolutely cannot bear me ! 
Now, I don't know, of those two things, which is the 
greatest happiness," 

How characteristic this ! — do you not hear him say- 
ing it I 

We now renewed our conversation upon various «f 
our acquaintances, particularly Mr. Pepys, Mr. Lang- 
ton, and Mrs. Montagu. We stayed in this field, 
sitting and sauntering, near an hour. We then went 
to a stile, just by the river side, where the prospect is 
very beautiful, and there we again seated ourselves. 
Nothing could be more pleasant, though the wind was 
so high 1 was almost blown into the water. 

He now traced to me great part of his life and con* 
duct in former times, and told me a thousand excellent 
anecdotes of himself and bis associates. He summed 
them all up in a way that gave me equal esteem and 
regard for him, Jn saying he found society the only 
thing for lasting happiness ; that, if he had not met a 
woman be could permanently love, he must, with every 
other advantage, have been miserable; but that sucli 
was his good fortune, that "to and at this moment," 
he said, "there is no sight so pleasing to me as seeing 
Mrs. Cambridge enter a room ; and that after having 
been married to her for forty years. And the next 
most pleasing sight to me is an amiable woman." 

He then assured me that almost all the felicity of his 
life both had consisted, and did still consist, in female 
society. It was, indeed, he said, very rare, hut there 
was nothing like it. 

"-^ikI if agreeable women," cried I, "are rarer 
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much moi'e so, I think, are agreeable men ; at least, 
amuDg iny acquaintance they are very few, indeed, 
that are Iiighly agreeable," 

" Yes, and when they are so," said he, " it is diffi- 
cult for you to have their society witli any intimacy or 
comfort ; there are always so many reasons why you 
cannot know them." 

He very kindly regretted seeing so little of me, and 
said, — 

"This is nothing — such a visit as this. If you could 
come now, and spend a month with us, that is what I 
want. If you could but come for a mouth." 

We continued chatting till we came to the end of 
the meadow, and there we stopped, and again were 
joined hy the company. 

Ml'. Cambridge now proposed the water, to which I 
eagerly agreed. 

We had an exceeding pleasant excursion. We went 
up the river beyond the Duke of Montagu's, and the 
water was smooth and delightful. Metbinks I should 
like much to sail from the very source to tlie mouth of 
the Thames. 

* * * * * 

Mr. Cambridge told an absurd story of Dr. Monso, 
a strange, gross mao, who, at Mr. Garrick's table, 
called out to a very tif^id young woman to help him 
■to some gi-eens. She did her office slow and awk- 
wardly, and be called out again, in a loud voice, " You 
Trollop, some gi-eens, 1 say ! " The man, it seems, was 
a humoi'ist. Ob, from such humorists Heaven shield 
us! I would rather live with the dullest of the dull. 

After dinner we again repaired to the lawn, in a 
general body ; but we had scarce moved ten paces, 
before Mr. Cambridge again walked off with me, to a. 
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seat that had a yery fine view of Petereliato wood, and 
there we renewed our confabulation. 

He now shewed roe a note from Mr. Gibbon, sent to 
engage himself to Twickenham on the unfortunate day 
he got his ducking. It is the most afiected little piece 
of writing 1 ever saw. He shall attend him, he says, 
at Twickenham, and upon the water, as soon as the 
weather is propitious, and the Tliames, that amiable 
creature, is ready to receive liim. 

Nothing, to be sure, could be so apt as such a re- 
ception as that " amiable creature" liappened to give 
him ! iNIr. Cambridge said it was " God'a reveuge 
agmnst conceit." 

Thursday, July 17th. — I went with my dear father 
to-day to dine and spend the evening at Lady Mary 
Duncan's, How vexatious never to have made this 
visit till it was necessarily the last in which I could 
see Pacchierotti there ! He was in good huuioar, and 
more tolerable spirits than 1 have lately seen him in. 
Lady Shaub, mother to Mrs. Lock, and Miss Shaub, 
her sister, and Sir John Elliot, made all the dinnei* 
party. The two Miss Bulls came in the evening. 

Pacchierotti did not sing one song accompanied, but 
he sang several little airs and ballads, English, Scotch, 
French, and Italian, most deliciously. I had a very 
agreeable day, and i saw he was quite delighted tliat 
I made one of the party, and that added to my de- 
light almost its snm total, — though add is a little Irish 
there. Oh how the Miss Bulls do idolise him ! They 
profess thinking him quite angelic, and declared they 
should even look upon it as a favour to be beat by 
him! I laughed violently at this extravagance, and 
Towed I would tell him. They desiretl no better. We 
called him to us; but I was really ashamed myself 



when I Ibund they were not. He leaned down Lis 
head very patiently for an explanation. 

" Do tell him!" cried they, both together. 

"What I" cried he; "what does the sweet Miss 
Burney say?" 

"Oh, oh!" cried oue; — "Oh dear!" cried the 
other ; " how be speaks to Miss Burney ! " 

" Miss Burney," cried he, quite warmly and uu- 
danntedly, " is a treasure!" 

"Oh deart — only hear hiin, Lady Mary!" ex- 
daimed Miss Catherine Bull; " he says Miss Burnej' 
it a treasure!" 

" Well, and is it not true?" said she, graciously. 

"Oh, yes!" answered she, half laughing, yet in a 
repining voice ; " but 1 don't like to hear him gay so." 

This was our sort of chat almost all the evening, 
with various imitations, and light anmnier singing, from 
Pacchierotti. Miaa Bulls made me make many pro- 
mises about onr future acquaintance, and Lady Mary 
was all graciousuess and inUmacy. 

Fhiday, July 18tu, — I called in the inorning upon 
my dear Mrs. Delauy, who received me with the 
utmost kindness, and whom I really love even more 
than I admire. 1 appointed to spend Tuesday with 
her. And so I would any other day she had nauied^ 
or even any week. It is sweet, it is consolatory to me 
to be honoured with so much of her favour its to see 
her always eager to fix a time for our next aud next 
meeting. I feel no cares with her. I think myself 
with the tni« iiuage and representative of my loved 
grandmother, and I seem as il' 1 could never do wrong 
while I keep her in my mind, and aa if to suffer it 
were immaterial, if only in worldly considerations. 

These thoughts, and this composure, alas! will not 
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laet Io»g ; but it is pleasant to feel it even if for a few 
houfH. I wish yoa knew her. I would not give up j 
my knowledge of her for the universe. Nothing has so 
truly calmed my mind since its late many disturbances 
as ber Rociety : the religious tarn which kindness and 
wisdom from old age, give to all commerce with it, 
brings us out of anxiety and misery a thousand time 
more successfully than gaiety or dissipation have power 
to do. 

Saturday, Juiv 19th. — This morning a letter wts 
brought into my room, and the maid said it came froai , 
Mr. Cambridge, but that the messenger was gone. I . 
opened, and will copy it. The lines were suggested 
by my father's portrait in Barry's great painting. 

■' When Chloe's picture wa» to Venus sLewa, 
Surprise!], the goddess took it for lier own." — PntOH. 

" WhfiD Buniey'g jiiutiire wiw to Gibbon shewn. 
The pleased historian took it for Lis own ; 
' For who, with sliouldere dry, uJid powdered locks. 
E'er bathed, but I V he said, and rapp'd his bos." 

Barry replied, — 

■• My lasting colours shew 
What gifts the painter's pencil can bestow. 
With nymphs of Thames, those amiable creaturea, I 
I placed the charming minstrel's smiling featureail 
And let not, then, hi* bonne fortune concern yi 
For there are nymphs enough for you and Bumey.'J 

Pac(?hierotti is gone ; and 1 most provokingly missed 
seeing bim at his Icavc'taking visit ; which has vexed 
me exceedingly. 
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Miss Burney to Mrs. Phillips. 

October Sd, 1783. 
Ah, my Susy, how I miss you already ! — liow I want 
you by my side ! I have been repeating, inlernally, all 
day long, these heartfelt Hues, — 

" I prized ev'ry hour that passed by 
Beyond all that had pleased me before. 
But DOW they are gone ! — and I sigh 
And 1 grieve that I prized them no more." 

For I seem dissatisfied with myself, and as if I bad not 
made the most of being with you. Yet I am sure I 
cannot tell how I could have made more. Were I but 
certain of meeting you again in any decent time — 
but I have a thousand fears that something will inter- 
fere and prevent that happiness; and there is nothing 
like being with you, my Susy — to me, nothing in the 
world. 

That kind Kitty! — I found a basket tilled with all 
sort of good things from her. I believe she has deter- 
mined I never shall be ill again, or at least have no 
illness for which she has not prepared a remedy. 
Really, between her medicines, and the dear Capitano's 
cosmetics, 1 shall expect to become stout and beautiful. 
I don't know which will happen first, and I am deter- 
mined not to ask which is must probable. 

My father and I began first upon Bercjuin, to drive 
you all a little out of our heads ; and then, when we 
were a little soothed by his feeling and elegant writing, 
we had recourse to Paaquin, to put us in better spirits. 
And so we laughed. But I must own I too frequently 
meet with disgust in all Fielding's dramatic works, to 
laugh with a good heart even at his wit, eiwellent. «& \)^ | 
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is ; ami I should never myself think it worth wading 
through so much dirt to get ut. Where any of his best 
strokes are picked out fur me, or separately qaoted, [ 
am always highly pleased, and can grin most cor- 
i£aUy ; but where I hear the bad with the good, it 
preponderates too heavily to suffer my mind to give 
the good fair play. 

Journal Siesumed. 

Thursday, Oct, 29th. — This morning, at breakfast, 
Mr. Hoole called. I wanted to call upon Dr. JohnscHir 
and it is so disagreeable to me to go to hiiu alone, now 
poor Mrs. Williams is dead, on account of the quantity 
of men always visiting him, that I most gladly ac- 
cepted, and almost asked, liis 'squireship. 

We went together. The dear Doctor received me 
with open arms. 

" Ah, dearest of all dear ladies'." he cried, and made 
me sit in bis best chair. 

He had not breakfasted. 

" Do jou forgive my coming so soon?" said I. 

" I cannot forgive your not coming sooner," he 
answered. 

I asked if I should make his breakfast, which I have 
not done since we left Streatham; he readily consented. 

" But, sir," quoth I, " I am in the wrong chair." 
For I was away from the table. 

" It is so difficult," said he, " for any thing to be 
wrong that belongs to you, that it can only he I am iu 
the wrong chair, to keep you from the right one." 

And then we changed. 

You will see by this how good were his spirits and 
his health, . 
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I Stayed with hini two hours, and could hardly get 
away; he wanted me to dine with him, and said he 
wonld send Itome to excuse me ; but I conld not pos- 
sibly do that. Yet I left him with real regret. 

Wednebdat, Nov. IOth. — I received a letter from 
Dr. Johnson, which I have not by me, but will try to 
recollect. 

" To Miss Burney. 

" Madam, — You have now been at home this long- 
time, and yet I have neither seen nor heard from you. 
Have we quarrelled ? 

" I have met with a volume of the ' Philosophical 
Transactions,' which I imapne to belong to Dr. Bur- 
ney. Mias Charlotte will please to examine. 

" Pray send me a direction where Mrs. Cbapone 
lives ; and pray, some time, let mc have the honour of 
telling you how inuch I am, madam, your most humble 
servant, Sam. Johnson, 

" Bolt Court, Nov. Itltli, 1783," 

Now if ever you read any thing more dry, tell me. 
I was shocked to see hira undoubtedly angrj', but took 
courage, aud resolved to make a serious defence ; there- 
fore thus I answered, — 



" 2'o Dr Johnson. 
" Dear Sir, — May 1 not say dear? for quarrelled I 
am sure we have not. The bad weather alone has kept 
me from waiting upon you ; but now you have conde- 
scended to give me a summons, no lion shall stand in 
the way of my making your tea this afternoon, unless 
I receive a proliihition from yourself, and then I must 
submit ; for what, as yoa said of a certain great lady. 
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signifies tbe barkiug of a kp-Jog, if once the lion put4 
out bis paw ? 

" The book was very right. Mrs. Chapone lives at 
either No. 7 or 8 in Dean Street, Soho, 

■' I beg you, sir, to foi^ive a delay for which I cai 
only ' tax the elements with unkindness,' and to re^ 
ceive, with your usual goodness and indulgence, yoi 
ever most obliged and most faithful humble servant, 

" F, BUBNEY. 
•' St. Martiu's Street, Nov, lOth, 1783." 

My dear father spared me the coach, and to Bolt Court 
therefore I went, and with open arms was 1 received. 
Nobody was there but Cliarles and Mr. Sastres, and 
Dr. Johnson was, if possible, more instructive, enter' 
taining, good-humoured, and exquisitely fertile, than 
ever. He thanked me repeatedly for coming, and wag 
E4 kind I could hai-dly ever leave him. 

* » « « * 

In the evening 1 accompanied Mrs. Ord to Mm 
Pepys. There we met Dr. Pepys, and Lady Rothes^ 
and Mr. Hawkins Brown, and had a very sociable; 
evening. 

Mr. Pepys read to us Miss More's " Bas Bleu" agsiQi 
1 longed to ask for a copy, but did not dare, to send te 
Twickenham. 

Or. Pepys had a loug private conference with me' 
concerning Mrs. Thrale, with whose real state of health 
he is better acquainted than any body ; and sad, indeed, 
was all that he said. 

There are some new lines added to the " Bas Bleu.' 
upon wit and attention ; and Mr. Pepys chose to insist 
upon it 1 had sat to Miss More for the portrait of 
Attention, which is very admirably drawn ; but the 
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compliment is preposterous, because the description is 
the most flattering. 

Saturday, Nov. 22d, — I passed in nothing but sor- 
row — exquisite sorrow, for my dear unhappy friend, 
who sent me one letter, that came early by the Bath 
Diligence, and another by the post. But of these things 
no more. 

I am sorry not to be more explicit, hut 1 should not 
give you more pleasure if 1 were. I can only now tell 
you that I love Mrs. Thrale with a. never-to-ceaae 
affection, and pity her more than ever 1 pitied any 
human being; and, if I did not blame her, 1 could, I 
should, 1 believe, almost die for her! 

I am extremely sorry, my dearest Susy, that in the 
late distress of my mind about poor Mrs. Thrale, I 
mentioned any thing that has so much interested you 
to know more. It is too true that many know all, — 
but none from me. I am bound, and should be miser- 
able not to say, if called upon, and not to know, if not 
called upon, that no creature, not even you to whom I 
communicate eveiy thing else, nor to the trusty Char- 
lotte with whom I live, and who sees my frequent dis- 
tress upon the subject, has tempted me to an explana- 
tion. General rumour I have no means to prevent 
spreading. 

* * * * * 

I am still as much l)ent as ever to go to her, if I can 
obtain leave ; but I will mention no more of the matter, 
since the difficulties under which I labour not to offend 
or afflict that beloved friend, and yet to do nothing 
wrong, are by no means new, though of late they have 
grown doubly painful. I will only say further, that 
though her failings are unoccountable and most un- 
happy, her virtues and good qualities, the generosit'j 
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and fwdiug of lier heart, the liberality and sweetness of 
ber disposition, would counterbalance a thousand morc^ 
This I eay, lest you should think something -wovee 
than the truth — something; stranger you cannot. I anc 
Tery sorry not to satisfy you more; but when yoiT' 
weigh what 1 h&re said, you will be seneible I haro 
reasons to preserve silence ; tliough to myself, belierV 
me, 'tis by far most painful, and has long t>een mosC, 
cruel. 

Tt;E9DAY, !\'ov. 25th. — 1 went this morning; to Lady' 
Mary Duncan, whose visit my father grew angry t^af 
I did not return. She admitted me, and kept me fall 
two hours. She is really entertaining, very entertaining, 
though not very respectably always, as every thing she 
Sftys has some mixture of absurdity in the manner, 
even when the idea is faultless. She much invited me 
to frequent visits, and was excessively civil and court* 
eous. Our talk was all of her late Sir William and' 
Pacchierotti. She runs from one to the other witJi 
most ludicrous facility, as if well content they should 
share her favour, divide her thouglits, and keep the' 
use of her tongue wholly to themselves. 

TirESDAY, Dec. 9. — This eveniog I went to Mi 
Vesey's at last. I was obliged to go alone, as « 
father would not be earlier than nine o'clock ; an honi^ 
too fine-ladyish for me to choose visiting at. But as I 
cannot bear entering a room full of oompany sola, I 
went soon after seven. 

I found, as I wislied, no creature but Mrs. V- 
and Mrs. Hancock, who lives with her. I soon mad« 
my peace, for several delays and excuses I have sent 
her, as she is excessively good-natured, and then W9 
had uear an hour to ourselves. And then, the firrt 
person who came,^wbo do you think it wne? — Mr, 
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Cambridge, sen'. I leave you to guesa whether or 
not I felt glad ; and 1 leave you, also, to share In my 
surprise upon finding he was uniuTlted and irnes- 
pected ; for Mrs, Vesey looked at him with open 
surprise. 

As soon aa the salutations were over, Mrs. Vesey,. 
with her usual odd simplicity, asked him what luid 
put him upon calling ? 

"The desire," cried he, "to see you. But what! 
are there only you three ? — nothing hut women ?" 

" Some more are coming," answered she, " and 
some of your friends; so you are in luck." 

" They are men, I hope," cried he, laughing ; " for 
1 can't bear being with only women !" 

" Poor Mr. Cambridge," cried I, " what will become 
of htm ? I know not, indeed, if the three women now 
present overpower him." 

" To be sure they do," cried he, " for I like nothing 
in the world but men ! So if you have not some men 
coming, I declare off." 

Mrs. Vesey and Mrs. Hancock stared, and 1 laughed; 
but neither of us could discover what he was aiming 
at, though he continued this raillery some time, till he 
exclaimed, — 

"Well, I am sure of one friend, however, to stick 
by me, for one has promised nie to come." 

" And who is that!" said Mrs. Vesey, staring 
more. 

" Why a Christian- maker ! " 

" A Christian -maker ! — who's that ?" 

" Why one who is gone to-night to make two 
Christians, and when they are made, will come to see 
if he can make any more here." 

*' Who is it?" 
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" My son." 

" 01 — ^well, I am always glad to see him." 

Mr. Cambridge then ran on with otherj such 
speeches ; but Mrs. Vesey sat gravely pondering, &i 
then called ont, — 

" Pray how did your son know I should be 
home?" 

" Why he does not know it," answered Mr. C. ; 
" but he intends coming to Iry." 

She said no more, but I saw she looked extremely 
perplexed. 

Soon after Miss E entered. She is a sort of yea 

and nay young gentlewoman, to me yery weamome 
Mr. Cambridge, during the reception, came up to me, 
and whispered with a laugh, — 

" I called upon your friend, Mrs. Ord, this morn- 
ing, and she told me you would be here to-night." 

I laughed, too, but thanked him, and we were going< 
on with our own chat when Mrs. Vesey, as if from a 
sudden ihought, came up to us, and patting Mr. Cam- 
bridge on the arm, said, — 

" I dare say you came to meet Miss Burney ? " 

"Me?— no," cried he, "I came to meet Mia» 

E ;" and, immediately quitting mo, he went to 

talk with her. 

This was ratlier a home stroke to be sure, yet I 
really believe accidental. 

Soon after came Mrs, Walsingham, and insisted 
upon sitting next me, to whom she is most marvellonsi 
civil. 

Then came Mr. Vesey, with Sir Joshua Reynolds 
and Mr. Richard Burke, from dinner. I was very 
glad to see Sir Joshua, who came up to sliake hands^ 
with me; while Mr. Richard Burke called out aloud 
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from tile other end of the room, ia his Irish facetious 
way, — 

"Oho! I shall go round to speak with Miss 
Bumey ! " 

1 so hate these public addresses, that 1 received 
him with the most chilling gravity ; and, after he had 
leant over my chair a minute or two, with inquiries 
about my health and my father, he quietly went away, 
and liked his reception too little to return. 

The next were Mrs. Burke and her sod. I should 
have liked much to have sat by the former, who 
spoke to me with the greatest politeness; but I was 
hemmed in between Mrs. Walsingfaam and Miss 

Lady Spencer brought with her a collection of silver 
ears, to serve instead of trumpets, to help deafness. 
They had belonged to the late Lonl, and she pre- 
sented them to Mrs. Vesey, who, with great naivete, 
began trying them on before us all ; and a more 
ludicrous sight you cannot imagine. 

Sir William Hamilton followed ; and then a coterie 
was formed at the other side the room, by all the men 
but young Burke, who would not quit my elbow. 

Miss E— — ■ then came next to me again, and wor- 
ried me with most uninteresting prosing, never al- 
lowing me to listen for two minutes following to either 
Sir William Hamilton or my dear Mr. Cambridge, 
though they were both relating anecdotes the most 
entertaining. 

During this came Mr. Geoi^e Cambridge. The 
sight of Mrs. Vesey, rising to receive him with one 
of her silver ears on, and the recollection of several 
accounts given me of her wearing them, made me 
unable to keep my countenance. 

VOL. II. ^ 
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Mrs. Vesey offered him a chair next to Miw E — 
but, while shi! was moving to make way for him, down 1 
dropped her ear. 

* # « * * 

Mr, G. C. was going to speak, when Mrs. Veaey | 
interrupted him, by saying, " Did you know Mr. \ 
Wallace, Mr. Cambridge?" 
" No, nia'iim." 
" It's a very diangreeable thing, I think," said ahe, 
" when one has just made acquaintance with any body, 
and likes tlieni, to have them die." 

This speech aet me ginnning so irreBlstibly, that 1 1 
WEB forced to begin filliping off the crumbs of tiiel 
macaroon cake from my muff, for an excuse for look-a 
ing do-wn. 

Just then my father came in : and then Mr. G. Cj 
came, and took the chair half beside me. 

I told him of some new members for Dr, JohQ-| 
son's club, 

" I think," said he, " it sounds more like some club 1 
that one reads of in the ' Spectator,' than like a real 1 
clob in these times ; for the forfeits of a whole year will I 
not amount to those of a single night in other clsbs.l 
Does Pepys belong to it?" 

" Oh, no ! he is quite of another party ! He is beadl 
man on the side of the defenders of Lord Lyttelton, ' 
Besides, he has had enough of Dr. Johnson ; for they] 
had a grand battle upon the Life of Lyttelton, at Streat-1 



" And had they really a serious quarrel? I nererj 
imagined it had amounted to that." 

" Oh, yes, serious enough, I assure you. I nevei^ 
saw Dr. Johnson realty in a passion but then: andl 
dreadful, indeed, it was to see. I -wiehed myself away ^ 
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athoiisaniJ times. It was a frightful scene. He bo red, 
poor Mr. Pepys so pale!" 

" But how did it begin ? What did he say ?" 

" Oh, Dr. Johnson came to the point without much 
ceremony. He called out aloud, before a large oom- 
pany, at dinner, ' What have you to say, sir, to me or 
of me ? Come forth, man ! I hear you object to my 
' Life of Lord Lyttelton.' What are your objections? 
If you have any thing to say, let's hear it. Come forth, 
man, when I call you!" 

" What a call, indeed ! Why then he fairly bullied 
him into a quarrel I " 

" Yes. And I wbr the more sorry, because Mr. 
Pepy« had begged of nie, before they met, not to let 
Lord Lyttelton he ntentioued. Now I had no more 
power to prevent it than this macaroon cake in my 
hand." 

*' It was behaving ill to Mrs. 'flirale, certainly, to 
quarrel in her house." 

" Yes; hut he never repeated it; though he wished 
of all things to have gone tlirough just such another 
scene with Mrs. Montagu, and to refrain was an act of 
heroic forbearance." 

" Why, I rather wonder he did not; for she was the 
head of the set of Lytteltoniana." 

" Oh, he knows that; he calls Mr, Pepys only her 
prime minister." 

" And what does he call her?" 

" ' Queen,' to he sure ! ' Queen of the Blues ! ' She 
caiue to Streatham one morning, and 1 saw he was 
dying to attack her. But he had made a promise to 
Mrs, Thrale to have no more quarrels iu her house, 
and so he forced himself to forbear. Indeed he was 
very much concerned, when it was over, for what had 
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passed ; and very candid and generous in acknow- 1 

ledgiijg it. He i^ too noble to atlhere to wrong." | 

" And how did Mrs. AJontagu herself behave ? " I 

" Vei-)' stately, indeed, at first. She turned from j 

him very stiffly, and with a most distant air, aud with- I 

out even courteseying to him, and with a firm intention 1 

to keep to what she had puhlicly declared — thst sfad ] 

would never speak to liim more ! However, he went | 

up to hei' himself, longing to begin ! and very roughly I 

said, — ' Well, madam, what's become of your fine new I 

house! 1 hear no more of it.'" 1 

" But how did she bear this ?" I 

" Why she was obliged to answer him ; and she eoon J 

grew so frightened — as every I>o<Iy does — that she was J 

as civil as ever." I 

He laughed heartily at this account. But I told him 1 

Dr. Johnson was now much softened. He had ac- 1 

quainted me, when 1 saw him last, that he had writtea ] 

to her upon the death of Mrs. Williams, becanse shtf I 

had allowed her something yearly, which now ceased. I 

" And i had a very kind answer from her," said he. I 

" Well then, sir," cried I, " I hope peace now wiU 1 

he again proclaimed." I 

" Why, I am now," said he, " come to that time I 

when I wish all bitterness aud animosity to be at an | 

end. I have never done her any serious harm — nor 1 

would 1; though I could give her a bite! — but she J 

must provoke me much first. In volatile talk, indeed, I 

I may have spoken of her not much to her mind ; for I 

in the tumult of conversation malice is apt to grow ] 

sprightly ; and there, ! hope, 1 am not yet decrepid !" 

He quite laughed alnnd at this characteristic speech. - 

" 1 most readily assured the Doctor that I had nevw 

yet seen him limp!" 



I 
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Mr. G. C. told me next a cbaracteriatic etroke of Mr. 
Walpole's. It 19 tlie custom, you know, among the 
Macaronies, to wear two watches, which, it is always 
observed, never go together : " So I suppose, " says he, 
in his finical way, " one is to tell us what o'clock it is, 
and the other what o'clock it is not." 

Another Walpolian, a, Mr. G. C, told me, upon th? 
Duke de Bouillon, who tries to pass for an English- 
man, and calls himself Mr. Godfrey. " But I think," 
says Mr. Walpole, " he might better take an English 
title, and call himself the Duhe of Mutton Broth." 

Tuesday. — 1 spent the afternoon with Dr. Johnson, 
who indeed is very ill, and whom ! could hardly tell 
how to leave. But he is rather better since, though 
slill in a most alarming way. Indeed, t am very 
much afraid for him ! He was very, very kiud ! — Oh, 
what a cruel, heavy loss will he be! 



Vou have heard the whole story of Mr. Burke, the 
Chelsea Hospital, and his most charming letter? To- 
day he called, and, as my father was out, inquired for 
me. He made a thousand apologies for breaking in 
upon me, but said the business was iinally settled at 
the Treasury. Nothing could he more delicate, more 
elegant than liis manner of doing this kindness. I 
don't know whether be was most polite or most friendly 
in his whole behaviour to me. I could almost have 
cried when he said, " 'ITiis is my last act in office :"* he 
said it with so manly a cheerfulness, in the midst of 
undisguised regi-et. What a man he is ! 

FniDAY, Dec. 19th. — This morning, Mr. Cambridge 



* This alludes to Dr, llumcy's iip[iointni(3ut 
organist to the cliapc! of Chelsea HoKpital. 
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8CD., came again, and I listd a cliarming tite-a-teie with I 
hini. He most comically congratulateil bimsetf upon I 
£ndiug me alone : " for now," says be, " you will tslk I 
to me." He then repeatedly hoped lie did not disturb I 
me, which 1 assured him be could never do, and then I 
we began our usual conversation upon every sort of I 
thing that came uppermost. I 

Some time after he SH.id, — I 

" Gay as you may think me, 1 am always upon the I 
watcb for evil : only I do not look for it, like tbe I 
Croakers, to be niisorahle, but to prevent it. And, for I 
this purpoHe, I am constantly turning about in my owa I 
mind every possible evil than can happen, and theD I J 
make it my whole business to guard against it." I 

I went al^rwards, by long appointment, to Mr. Bur« I 
rows's, to meet Mr. and Mrs. Barbauld. Mrs. Chapone 1 
carried me. I 

Mrs. Chapone herself is the most superiorly nn-l 
affected creature you can conceive, and full of agrmens I 
from good sense, talents, and conversational powers, in I 
defiance of age, infirmities, and uncommon ugliness. I 1 
really love as well as admire and esteem her. I 

Dec. 27th. — We went at night, according to ap- I 
pointment, to the Fepys. We found only Lady I 
Rothes, Sir Lucau Pepys, for Dr. Fepys has just been I 
made a baronet. Lord Leslie, a youth of about eighteen, I 
son of Lady Rothea, Mr. Montagu, Mr. W'raxal, and I 
the master and mistress. Mrs. WalsJiighain and Misft 1 
Boyle went to one side of the room, Rnd 1 was placed 
next Lady Rothes on the other. 

All the Pepys were in good humour and good spi- 
rits ; their new dignity has elated without making ■ 
them impertinent. I 
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TuESDAY, Dec. 30. — I went to Dr. Johnson, and 
spent the evening with him. He was very indiflFerent, 
indeed. There were some very disagreeable people 
with him ; and he once aflFected me very much, by 
turning suddenly to me^ and grasping my hand, and 
saying,— 

" The blister I have tried for my breath has betrayed 
some very bad tokens ; but I , will not terrify myself 
by talking of them : ah, priez Dieu pour moi /" 

You may believe I promised that I would ! — Good 
and excellent as he is, how can he so fear death ? — 
Alas, my Susy, how awful is that idea! — He was quite 
touchingly affectionate to me. How earnestly I hope 
for his recovery ! 
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Tuesday, Jan. 6th. — I spent the afternoon with Df3 
Jolinson, and bad th« great eatiefaction of findii^ biial 
better. 

Tbursdav, Jan, 8tii. — 1 dined with Mrs. Uelany.i 
The venerable and excellent old lady received me with J 
open arms, and we kissed one another as if she had 1 
been my sweet grandmother, whom she always r&- I 
minds me of. She looks as well as ever, only rather 1 
thinner; but she is as lively, gay, pleasant, good-hu- 
nronred. and animated, as at eighteen. She sees, she J 
says, much worse; " but I am thankful," she added, ] 
cheerfully, " I can see at all at ray age. My grt 
loss is the countenance of nay frienda ; however, to I 
see even the light is a great blessing." 

8be shewed me a most elegant and ingenious loom, ] 
which the Queen made her a present of last summer 1 
at Windsor, for making fringe; and a gold knitting 1 
needle given her by the King. And abe told me the I 
irhole history of their manner of presenting thein, with I 
a sort of grateful simplicity that was quite affecting. I 
Did I ever tell you of the letter the Queen wrote her, [ 
when she gave her a beautiful case of insU-uments for-l 
her curious works ? She signed it her "affectionate J 
Queen." I quite reverence the Queen for her sense of I 
Mrs. Delany's merit. 



I 
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Wc had, however, but half an hour alone, and it 
Beemed to me much shorter. Mrs. Carter and Mi« 
Hamilton came to dinner. 

Mra. Carter is a charming woman ; I never liked her 
so much before ; but I nevei- before saw so much of her 
to like. Miss Hamilton I have nothing new to say 
about ; I Lad no opportunity to ask her for the Bat 
BUu, as I had never been near her, and was much re- 
proached, and bad peace to make for myself. 

In the evening the Duchees of Portland came, and 
was very gracious and very agreeable. Lady Dart- 
mouth, also, who seems a very plain, unaffected, wor- 
thy woman; Mrs. Levison, one of Mrs. Boscawen's 
daughters, and Miss G. a maid of honour, whom 
I have been invited three days following to meet at 
Mrs. Walaingham's. She has had, it seems, a man's 
education; yet she is young, pretty, and, at times, 
very engaging. She seems unequal, and, I am told, 
can be very saucy and supercilious. 

The evening did very well, but the first half hour 
waa worth the whole day. 



Mrs. Tltrale to Minn F. Surtiei/. 

Buth, Jitnuary Ij, 17»4. 

Well, my dearest Bumey — now Mrs. Byron is iU, 
and all my tenderness returns. Do send her the in- 
closed, and let me know whetlier she is bad or no. 
Poor soul ! she loves Die dearly in her way, and if I 
do not like her method, 'tis no reason for rejecting 
her regard. 

[ have got a world of franks, and shall torment you 
accordingly. 

•Sir Lucos Pcpys received a letter from me tke athsj: 
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day, all about my health ; perhaps he '11 

Seward hears all the particulars as if he M'ere an oh 

Ab for being well in this weather, it were as rationa 
to bid me calm the heats of Parliament as my own 
agitated nerves : but, as the man in " The Rambler 
says, " perhaps I shall mend in the spring." 

Air balloons go no faster than post-horses at last! 
caught my death almost by looking at one the othe 
day, which went to Bristol in an hour from heuce. 
dare say Sir John Lade's pliaeton would have 
our Icarus out of sight. 

Adieu, my love, and may God bless you but as is, 
wished and prayed for by your own 

H. L. T. 



Dlarij Ri'stimed. 

Thprsdav, January 15th. — My Bath journey, my 
dear Susy, 1 know not what to say about ; could I g(^ 
for one fortnight, nothing could so much rejoice me 
for I even languish, I pine to see again my belovei 
and very^oh, very unhappy Mrs. Thrale ! I know, 
well the meeting, as things are at present situated^ 
would half kill her with joy, and me with a thousand 
feelings I keep off' as well as 1 can ; but 1 cannot tell 
how to arrange mutters for this purpose. The 
pense of such an expedition, for so short a time, I 
know not how even to name to my father, who has & 
thousand reasons against my going, all founded on 
arguments unanswerable, 

I had a very long conference with dear Mr. Cam- 
bridge, who returned to town with undiminished kiod- 
ness for me, as he shewed in a manner that will amaze 
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[ you. Charlotte was with us at first, but soon retired ; 
and we had then an hour or two by ourselves. 

He began by talking of the preceding evening at 
Mrs. Ord's, and its heaviness. I was half reudy to 
laugh, — there was something so naif in the complaint. 

" But I must tell you," said he, " how I made 
George laugh, though without intending it, after we 
got into Mortimer Street last night. Why, George, 
says I, what an evening we have had here. Why, 
there 's neither been mirth nor instruction !" 

" Mrs. Ord," cried 1, " is a very friendly woman, and 
very sensible ; and, indeed, I go to see her because I 
have a i-eal regard for her, and she has the warmest 
regard for me ; hut i don't go expecting entertainment 
from her brilliancy." 

" Oh, it is quite right for yon, and quite another 
thing for you ; but for me, who come seldom to town, 
it does not answer ; for I always want either to hear 
something that is new, or something that is pleasant. 
Bat it is very well for you who live in town, and I 
would have you go." 

We had then a little further talk about the evening, 
»fler which, in a very serious tone, Mr, Cambridge 
said, — 

" A'nd now I have something very interesting to 
say to you. I hardly know how to tell it you; but 
you must bear it as well as you can, and not suffer it 
to prey upon your spirits." 

And then, while I listened aghast, he told me that 
the sweet Kitty was in so dangerous a way he could 
not but look forward to the most fiital conclusion of her 
malady. 

1 was truly concerned — concerned at my very heart 
to hear such sounds from him ; but when he proceeded 
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to coniforl me, — to l>eg tiic to Iwar up, — I waa reall; 
obliged lo go and poke at the fire with all my migid 
to hide from him the effect of such generosity ( 
aentiment. 1 cannot wi-ite you the particulars of w 
he said, because, things beiog, since a little ineoded^j 
I hope there is less occasion to think over such f 
admonitions: but he chai-ged nie to bear up agaii 
this misfortune as he did. 

" You," said he, " must remind me hereafter, sboi 
you see me sinking at last in soitow when all is OT( 
of what I say to you now, and of all her snfferingSfl 
which now J think worse than all." 

Again he charged nie to be cheerful myself, and sai£ 
he had given the eame charge to Sally Baker. 

" You two," added he, " and my two girls, have, I 
among you all four but one fault, — and that is toofl 
much feeling. You must repress that, therefore, atl 
much as you can." 

And when he bad repeated these injunctions, 
said, — 

" And now we will talk of it no more. I havi 
prepared you for what may happen ; so now think i 
it as little as you can, and forgive tne for giving you 8 
much pain ; and tlie less we say upon this subject il 
future the better. 



I went alone to Mrs. Vesey's, which was verj' dis* 
agreeable to me. There was a very full meeting tooi,] 
and most of the company were already arrived ; and, 
to add to the pleasure of my entrte, Mrs, Vesey was « 
an inner room : so my name was spoke aloud at th« ' 
door, and iheu nobody was ready to receive me. 
Stood ao awkward ; till at last Sir Joshua Reynold* 
smilingly called out, — 
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" Mies Blimey, you had better come and sit by me, 
for here 's no Mrs. Vesey." 

I iBetantly obeyed the droll summons. 

" Why don't Dr. Burney come with you?" cried be, 
good-naturedly ; " you should make him, for it is very 
distressing to you to come in alone." 

I never will go alone again unless ' I can go much 
ecirlier. 

I now soon saw folks enough that 1 knew, Mr. 
.lemingham first came up to me, and offered to fetch 
Mrs. Vesey, which, though I declined, be would do. 
She received me most kindly, and told me I had a little 
party of friends in the boudoir who desired I would 
join them ; but I bad had enough of exhibiting myself, 
and begged leave to sit still. 

" But you can't think, my dear ma'am," cried she, 
" how happy you will make me, if you will be quite at 
yoar ease here, and run about just as you like." 

How well she sees what would make me happy ] — 
to run about in rooms full of company! 

As soon as she was called off, Mr. Jerningham took 
her place, civilly declaring he would not give it up, 
come who might. 

Soon after came Mr. Montagu with another message 
from tlie boudoir ; but I was now by the Burrows 
and Mrs. Pepys, and did not like parading away. 
They sent a bad messenger, however; for he got a 
chair in our circle, and took back no answer. After- 
wards Miss Hamilton herself came, and, taking my 
hand, insisted upon carrying me back with her. 

The boudoir party was Mrs, Carter, Miss Gregory, 
Miss Hamilton, Lady Wake, Miss Ann Clarke, and 
Mr. Montagu. I was introduced by Miss Hamilton to 



the two Indies whose names are new to you 
with this party all the evening. ; 

Mrs. Carter talked more than any body ever heard 
her talk before; and Mr. Montagu declared he was 
sure it was for me, I should desire nothing more 
than such influence, were it so ; for her talk was all 
instruction. Were 1 to see much of her, I really think, 
we should be exceeding good friends. Mrs. Vesey,. 
Dr. Warton, and Mr. Jeminghnm joined us occasion- 
ally, in the other rooms were Mrs. Montagu, Mrs. 
Bullei', Sir William Hamilton, and crowds more, with 
dear, amiable, imaffected Sir Joshua. 

Mr. Cambridge, came very lale, and ventured not 
into our closet, which seemed a band exclusive. 

Tliere was a world of regret in the boudoir, about my 
not going to see the Hamilton Vase nest day ; for most 
of that set were to form the party. 

Satdhday, Jamuxhy 17th. — To-day, by long in- 
vitation, I was to spend the evening at the Pepys. 

We kept up, among our own group, a general con- 
versation, but not a very lively one ; foi" Miss G. 
whispered me she wished Miss O. away, she could 
say so little : and Mr. M. told me, in another whisper, 
he could not bear looking at Miss H. there was some- 
thing so disagreeably languishing in her eyes! The 
two ladies had no opportunity, as 1 was seated, to 
whisper a return of these compliments ; but 1 found 
that none of them desired the affinity of the others. 

The evening rubbed on and nibbed off till it b^;an 
to break up. Mrs. Montagu was the first who rose to 
take leave, and, in passing by to go out, suddenly 
perceived me, and eagerly advancing, put both her 
hands upon my shoulders, and good-humouredly ex- 
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claimed, " Oh, have I found you out at last?" And 
then she aaid many very obliging; things, which she 
finished with an invitation tor the next Wednesday 
evening with my father. 

iI/7-6-. Thrule to Miss F. liunmj. 

Bntb, WeJuestlaj, February 18, 1784. 

Thanks, thanks, a thousand, my prettiest, deareit 
Burney ! This charming letter makes amends for all. 
And you remember last winter, do you ? and remember 
it with tenderness 1 What then must have passed in 
my mind, on the dreadful auniversary of a day which, 
instead of killing me as it ought to have done, gave to 
two innocent, unfortunate people, a cruel and lingering 
death,— like the arrows tipped with African poison, 
which slowly and gradually retarding the vital powers, 
at length (in about three years 1 think) wholly put a 
stop to their exertion ! 

You are vastly good-natured about the little Dobbina, 
who is my fond and humble adorer ; though somewhat 
jealous of her husband's being (as he truly is) a greater 
favourite with me than her. The means she takes to 
supplant him are truly comical, and would make you 
laugh most heartily ; but so uiiglit twenty undescribable 
situations if you were on the spot, — the only clean, 
and warm, and wholesome spot in England at this 
time. Oh, I would not quit dear Bath juat now for 
any place in King Cfeorge's dominions ! 

Pray, is Baretti sick or in distress'? The Italians 
think him dead ; bat I suppose all is well with him, 
a'n'tit? 

Johnson is in a sad way, doubtless ; yet he may still 
with care last another twelvemonth, and every week's 
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esjfiteuce is gain to bitu, wlio, like good UezekiuU, 
vearies Heaven witL entreaties for life. I wrole him t| 
very ser'ious letter tlie other day. 

Tlie Methodiets do ct^rlainly reconcile one to death, 
by rendering all temporal eujoynienls obtuse, or re^ 
preseuling tbetn as illicit. Whoever considers this 
world ae a place of constant niortitication,and incessant 
torment, will be well enough contented to leave it ; but 
1 can scarcely think our Saviour, who professed hia 
yoke to be easy and his burden to be light, ivill have 
peculiar pleasure in their manner of serving liim. My 
principles are never convinced by their arguments, 
though my imagination Is always fluttered hy their 
vehemence. We must do the best we can at last, and 
as King David says, " Let us fall into the hands of 
God, and not into the hands of men ; for they 
severe and cruel judges of each other." 

Aprojtos — Mr.Senard's disapprobation is merely ex~ 
ternal, and by no means like yours, the growth of hia 
heart ; but the coarseness of his expressions he baa to 
himself, and I cannot guess how I have deserved them, 
Sir Lucas Pepys writes veiy tenderly to me. Live or 
<lie, he shall not find me ungrateful. 

Why do you catch these horrible fevers, dear Burneyl 
They will demolish you some day before you are aware. 

Well, you have lost some of the old treason-plottersj 
to l)e sure, by whom you were and are dearly loved 
and valued ; but when friends are once parted in this 
wide world, 'tis so strange if they ever meet again, 
that no one ought to wonder should they see each 
other no more. There is a place, however, where we 
shall meet those we love, and enjoy their society in 
peace and comfort. To such as have fully experienced 
the agonies of absence, sure that will be heaven enough. 
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Adieu, iny precious frioud, and don't forget one on 
ivhose heart time and distance have no other effect 
than to engrave affectiou and affliction the deeper. 
Adieu ! I am really almost drawn together from empti- 
ness and sinking. Love me, however, while I am 
your 

li. L. T. 



Mrs. Tkrale to Miss BuTiietj. 

Bath, Tues-Jay, iJ3d March, 1784. 

Vou were a dear creature to write so soon and so 
sweetly ; but we shall never meet, I see that clearly, 
and have seen it long. My going to London would be 
a dreadful expense, and bring on a thousand inquiries 
and inconveniences — visits to Johnson and from 
Cator: aud where must 1 live for the time, too? Oh, 
1 have desired nothing else since you wrote : hut all is 
impossibility. Why would you ever flatter me that 
you might, maybe, come to Bath 1 I saw tlie un- 
likelihood - even then, and my retii-ed life will not 
induce your friends to permit your coming hillier now. 
I fancy even ray own young ladies will leave nie, and 
I sincerely think they will he perfectly right so to do, 
as the world they wish to shine in is quite escludcd by 
my style of living'. 

Bath flash they properly enough despise, aud Lon- 
don flash 1 cannot attend them in. More chapters of 
the Bible, or more volumes of the Roman aud English 
tislories, would fatigue their ears — for their lungs have 
not yet suffered. I have, however, read to them the 
Bible from beginning to end, the Roman and English 
iiistories, Milton, Shakspere, Pope and Yumig's works 
from head to heel ; Warton and JohnsoiV* c'!\VWt.<saahl j 
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on the Poets ; besides a complete system of dramatic 
writing ; and claeiiical — I mean English classics 
they are moBt perfectly acquainted with. Such works 
of Voltaire, too, as were not dangerous, we hai 
worked at; "Rollin des Belles Lett rei," and a hundred 
more. 

But my best powers are past, und I think I mue 
look them a lady to supply my deficiency, to atteni 
them if thiiy should like a jaunt nest summer or so 
for I will not ijuit Bath. The waters and physician 
of this place are all my comfort, and I often think 
never shall again leave the spot. 

Ah, Buniey! you little know the suSering, and, 
will add, the patient suffering of your 

H. I. T • 



Journal Resumed. 

Satuhdav, April 17th. — The sight of your paw 

any way, my dearest Susy, my heart's ever dearest 

friend, would be well worth all the pence I have in tbe 

world, could I see it on no other condition. Indeed 

* The above letter is indorsed h follows in the handwriting i 
Madame d'Arhlay ; — 

" Many letters of a subsequent dale to thia k'ttcr, of 14tl| 
March, 1784, I have utterly, for cogent reasoue (cogent and «in« 
seientioua), de«truyed. Following, with tliifi ao long dearest fi 
the simple, hut unrivalled, golden rule, I would only preserve 
such as evince her conflicts, her misery, and her siiiTerings, nwntlll 
and corporeal, to exonerate her from the banal reproach of yield- 
ing unreaistiiig to her pasaii,."*. Her taidt and grievous mis- 
fortune was, not combating them in their origin; not flying 
&oin their menace. How liave 1 loved her! with what afl^ioni. 
what gratitude, what admiiutioii, ;'nd whst afllictiou! 

" J2M February, 1825." 
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have not been really in spirits, nor had one natural 
laugh, since I lost you ; there seems such an insi- 
pidity, snch a VRcnity in all that passes. I know not, 
in truth, whether I most miss you when happy or 
when sad. That I wish for you most when happy is 
certain ; hut that nothing upon earth can do me so 
much good, when sad, as your society, is certain too. 
Constantly to hear from you, and to write to you, is 
the next best thing; so now, with as little murmuring^ 
as I am ahle, I return to onr paper conversation8. 

Your note by the postilion was truly welcome ; and 
I thank you most warmly for writing it. 1 am gneved 
you had so bad a journey, which 1 fear you could 
never bear so well na yon imposingly pretend. As to 
me, I have had, I confess, a slight headach ever since 
you weut ; but I believe it to be owing to stagnation 
of blood from stupidity, nothing of on enlivening 
natnre having passed to give me a. fillip for the Philip 
1 have lost. There t could Charlotte do more ? How- 
ever, I solemnly assure you I am only heavyish, not 
ill ; and I intend to shake that off by ihe first 
opportunity. 

Your letter to my father, and account of the sweet 
little girl, delighted ua nil. He will very soon answer 
it himself. I am rejoiced on your account as much as 
hers that she can now walk so well. So now to my 
proceedings. 

Monday, April IOtf. — 1 went in the evening to 
see dear Dr. Johnson. He received me with open 
arms, scolded me with the most flattering expressions 
for my absence, but would not let me come away 
without making me promise to dine with him next 
day, on a salmon from Mrs. Thrale. This I did not 
dare refuse, as he was urgent, and 1 ha«l flayed Wwi-vA. 
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SO long ; but, to be sure, I had rather have dined first^ 
on account of poor Blacky. He is amazingly ro^ 
covered, and perfectly good-humourod and comfortabl^J 
Knd smilingly alive to idle chat. ■ 

At Dr. Johnson's we had Mr. and Mrs. Hoole an^fl 
their son, and Mrs. Hall, a very good Methodist, iindl 
eister of John Wesley. The day was tolerable; buti 
Dr. Jolmsoti is never his best when there is nobody t^-a 
draw him out; but lie was much pleased with myfl 
coming, and very kind indeed. M 

April 2-2o. — Sweet and delectable to me was mn 
dearest Susy's letter, i ant so glad of seeing youcfl 
sentiments, ivfaen I cannot hear thetn, that your letter^| 
are only less valuable f^ me than yourself: and, ia-1 
deed, no letters ivere ever so very near conversation asl 
ours; they have but this fanlt, — the longest nevera 
saya half there is to any. m 

I will not answer one word to what you say of our I 
dear, lost Ohesington; if 1 do, I shall start no other I 
subject. But I am truly delighted by all you say of! 
the sweet little girl, and most thankful to Heaven fori 
the comfort she affords you. I am well, my dearj 
Susy, 1 assure you, though not " all alive and jolly ;"■ 
yet by no means melancholic neitlier; a little etilt iam 
the stagnating order; but it will wear away, I hopetfl 
and 1 spare not for continual employment, by way ofl 
forwarding its departure. I 

I did not receive your letter, my dear Susy, tilL'l 
Tuesday. I have lately spent a great deal of time at I 
home, foi" I have now a little broke my father into I 
permitting my sending excuses ; aod, indeed, I was ■ 
most heartily tired of visiting, though the people vi- I 
8it«d have been among the first for talents tn thefl 
kingdom. I can go nowhere with pleasure or spirit,H 
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if I meet not somebody who interests my heart as well 
as my head, and I miss Mrs. Thrale most woefully in 
both particulars. 

Friday, April "23d, — The sweet and most be- 
witching Mrs. Lock called upon me in the evening, 
with her son George. I let her in, and did so rejoice 
I bad not gone to Mrs. Vesey's. But I rejoiced for 
only a short time ; she came but to take leave, for she 
was going to Norbury the very next morning. I was 
quite heavy all the evening. She does truly interest 
both head and heart. I love her already. And she 
was 30 kind, so caressing, so soil; pressed me so much 
to fix a time for going to Norbury ; said such sweet 
things of Mrs. Phillips ; Hiid kissed me so affectionately 
in quitting me, that I was quite melted by her. 

What a charm has London lost for me by her de- 
parture ! sweet creature that she is ; born and bred to 
dispense pleasure and delight to all wlio see or know 
her! She, Mrs. Thrale, and Mrs. Delany, in their se- 
veral ways all excellent, possess the joint powers of 
winning the afiections, while they delight the intel- 
lects, to the highest summit 1 can even conceive of 
human attraction. The heart -fascination of Mrs. 
Thrale, indeed, few know; but those few must confess 
and must feel her sweetness, to them, is as captivating 
as her wit is brilliant to all. 

Saturday, April 24. — My father and I went very 
late to the Borough: early enough, however, for me, 
as I was not in cue for a mixed party of praters. I 
respect and esteem them ; but they require an ex- 
ertion to which I am not always inclined. The com- 
pany was Mrs. Montagu, Mrs, Garriek, Miss More, 
Mr. and Mrs. Pepya, Mrs. Chapone, and two or three 
less eminent. 
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i had niaiiy flatteriug reproaches for my late tru- 
sncy from these portios ; but iiU that I received any 
pleaeui'e in was about a quarter of an hour's separate 
talk with Mrs. Garrick, who was so unaffected, cheer- 
fill, and rational, that I wan very glad of the cliaL 

Monday, April 2G, — I spent with my dear Mrs. 
Delany, and more pleasantly than 1 have spent any 
day since my Susy left town. She gave me her letters 
to rummage, from Swift and Young ; and she told me 
all the anecdotes that occurred to her of her acquaint- 
ance with tbeni. How I grieve that her sight visibly 
continues to decay! all her other senses and faculties 
are pei'fect, though she says not. 

" My friends," said she once when we were alooe, 
" will last, I believe, as long as 1 last, because th^ 
are very good ; but the pleasure of our friendship is 
now all to be received by me, for I have lost all power 
of returning any." 

If she often spoke such untruths, I should not revere 
her as 1 do. She has been in great affiiction lately lor 
Lady MansBeld, a very old friend, just dead. 

" The Duchess of Portland and I," said she, " have 
shut ourselves up together, and seen nobody ; and 
some people said we did mischief to ourselves by it, 
for the Duchess lamented Lady Mansfield t^till more 
than I did. Hoirever, our sympathy has only done 
good to both. But to-day 1 wanted a cordial, and that 
made me wish for you." 

How kind and how sweet ! We were quite alooe till 

evening, except for lovely Miss P , whom I like 

very much; and 1 entreated Mrs. Delany always to 
let me dine with her alone ; and I believe she will 
comply, for we grow more and more sociable and 
Unreserved. 
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" ) was told," said she onee, "thai when I grew 
older, i should ieel less ; but 1 do not find it eo ; I sm 
sooner, I think, hnrt than ever. I suppose it is with 
very old age as with extreme youth, the effect of 
weakness ; neither of those stages of IHe have firmiie«8 
for bearing imsfortuneB," 

Id the evening we had Lady Andover atid Mrs. 
Walmogham. 

Mat 6th. — 1 break&sted at Mrs. Ord's, to meet 
Mr. and Mrs. Smelt, Mrs. Gai-rick, and Miss More, 
and we had a, verj- pleasant morning, of rational and 
elegant conversation. Mr. Smelt lias the ^ame taste 
in tiie fine arts and in literature that Mr. Lock has. 
He is a most polished and high-bred man ; but I 
could make no acquaintance with him, though Mrs. 
Ord and himself were both earnest that 1 sboiUd ; for 
never once did he open his mouth but lu make me 
some compliment allusive to "Cecilia;" and though 
always with delicacy, even to refinement, it always wa* 
compliment, and kept me in that sort of acknow- 
ledging restraint, that put it out of my power to say 
any thing in reply. He asked me where I should 
spend the summer? i told bim at Chesington; and, 
for some part of it, at Mr. Lock's. 

"Ah!" cried he, *' you are acquainted, then, with 
that divine family?" 

No wonder he, who has so much in common with 
Mr. Lock, should passiouately admire both him and 
hifl. 

May 7th. — My father and I dined at the Bishop of 
Winchester's ; this being my first sight of Mrs. North 
this year. She reproached me, however, very gently, 
pressing me to come lo Chelsea, and assuring me she 
would never forgive it if I did not visit her at Farn- 
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ham in the eumnier. The Bishoji U chamiing. and 
the children are ven* interesting. 

In the evening we went to Sir Josliiia Reynolds'. 
Here we met Mr. Burke; not well, however, nor in 
high spirits, biit verj- good-humoured and pleasant; 
and 80 kind as to seat himself nest me all the evening. 
His son was there too, and, as he came a full half- 
hour before his father, had kept that seat himself, as 
aaaal, till his arrival. I am quite amazed at him and 
young Montagu, for their nohle perseverance in 
working so resolutely at so much dryness and coldness 
as f treat them ivith. They are both verj- pleasing 
and well-bred young men; and I can hardly tell 
myself why ( am not more sociable with them; but it 
is so that I am not ; and ( feel obliged to them in Tain. 

Yonng B.'s uncle, Mr. R. Hurke, was there also, 
and, as he ever does, instantly distinguished me in s 
public manner ; but though I am much entertained 
sometimes with his strong humour, there is a boldnea» 
in hia manners tliat always excites in mine a chilliness 
that distances him. How unlike his brother ! 



Mrs. Thrale to Miss F. Burney. 

Mortimer Street, Cavendish Square, 
Tuesday Night, May 1784. 
1 am come, dearest Burney, It is neither dream 
nor fiction ; though I love you deaily, or I would 
not have come. Absence and distance do nothing 
towards wearing out real affection ; so you shall alwayii 
find it in your true and tender 

H. L. T. 
I am somewhat shaken bodily, but 'tis the mental 
shocks that Jiave made me unable to bear the corpo- 



real ones. Tis past ten o'clock, Iiowever, and I must 
lay myself down with the sweet expectation of seeing 
my chamiing friend in the morning to breakfast, 1 
love Dr. Biirney too well to fear bini, and he loves me 
too well to say a word which should make me love 
him less. 

Jouimal Resumed. 

May 17. — Let me now, my Susy, acquaint you a 
little more connectedly than I have done of late how I 
have gone on. The rest of that week I devoted almost 
wholly to sweet Mrs. Thrale, whose society was truly 
the most delightful of cordials to me, however, at 
times, mixed with bittera the least palatable. 

One day I dined with Mi-s. Garrick to meet Dr. 
Johnson, Mrs. Carter, Miss Hamilton, and Dr. and 
Miss Cadogan; and one evening I went to Mrs. Vesey, 
to meet almost every body,— the Bishop of St, Asaph, 
and all the Shipleys, Bishop Chester and Mrs. Por- 
tens, Mrs. and Miss Ord, Sir Joshua Heynolds and 
Miss Palmer, Mrs. Buller, all the Burrows, Mr. Wal- 
pole, Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. Garrick, and Miss More, 
and some others, But all the rest of my time I gave 
wholly to dear Mrs. Thrale, who lodged in Mortimer 
Street, anil who saw nobody else. Were ! not sensible 
of her goodness, and full of incurable affection for her, 
should I not be a monster? 

***** 

1 parted most reluctantly with ray dear Mrs. Thrale, 
whom, when or how, I shall see again. Heaven only 
knows! but in sorrow we parted — on jjiy side in real 
affliction. 

The next morning, while ruminating in much sai' 
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nees upon iny late interviews with Mrs. Tbrale, how J 
greut was the relief of my mind, — the delight, ht- I 
deed, to be sitmiDooed to my dear Mr. Cambridge. I 
I flew to him — I gave bim my hand, for I could I 
oot help it, from tlie great satisfaction I felt in again I 
seeing him. " But why, sir," I cried, " haye yon 1 
been Buch a stranger ? — I hope nothing is worse at 1 
Twickenham?" ■ I 

The grave and fixed countenance that now met my I 
eyes, thoagh the first look bad been kindly smiling, 1 
told me instantly ]iow all oar fair, lately raised hopes I 
were blasted. lie waK silent a moment, and lliea I 
slowly answered, — " Yes ; we must not talk of that." I 

Shocked and disapjiointed at this relapse, 1 could I 
not forbear expressing my concern. He then more | 
explicitly told nje how ill every thing went ; iind that I 
now all hope was finally over. Sir John Elliot had I 
been with them the morning before, and told them to I 
expect the worst ! " You must now, therefore," said I 
he, ■' only pray to have her released." I 

Something then, hut in a hni-rying manner, sB if J 
willing to get rid of the subject, he said of disappoint- I 
ment about my going to Twickenham, or seeing his J 
beloved Kitty any more; and concluded it with,— I 
" 1 can now only hope to see you a consolation to I 
Charlotte." j 

O that 1 might be so ! but who on earth can console 1 
that noble-minded creature? He told me how greatly k 
she behaved, and said that but the day before she had I 
declared she could not, for the sake of one quarter of I 
an hour's smiles from her darling sister, any longer | 
wish Uer to endure twenty-four hours' miserj'! I 

The old complaints still continue, and new ones ^ 



: be had 



stay CI 



tith them only to watch by 
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the poor sufferer, who bore her accumulated toriueuts 
like an angel. He came up now in order to dine with 
Dr. Heberden and Sir John Elliot ; but gave me to 
understand this was the last visit he purposed making 
to town till all suspense was over. 

***** 

[At this period the health of Mrs. Phillips failed so 
much that, after some deliberation, she and Captain 
Phillips decided on removing to Boulogne for change 
of air. The following letter was written by Miss 
Burney to her sister, when tliis plan was first in 
agitiltion.] 

June 13. — My dearest, dearest Susy, I have read 
your final letter with much more composure than I did 
your leading one. I saw what was coming, and was 
therefore prepai'ed for it ; but do not grieve, so my 
darling Susy, — my own ever, ever most dear of friends 
and Bisters .' Grieve not for me, in taking measures to 
preserve the life and health most valuable to my own. 
Such being the motive of your removal, 1 can bear it 
without a murmur, and 1 will do all in my power to 
assist it, by taking upon me the whole management of 
it with my father whenever you please. 

But must it be to the Continent? — the division by 
aea— how could I cross it were you ill ? Who would 
take me ? and could 1 bear that Phillips should leave 
you to fetch me in such a case ? The remotest part of 
England were better to me. But if he or you think 
your abode there will be pleasanter, oh, dearest Susy! 
that, indeed, will be a pull upon my beart-strings ! — 
but of this when we meet. You certainly have been 
well in various parts of England : [pswlcli, Twicken- 
ham, Norbury, — all shew the nation is not against 
you, only the clay soil. However, when we uiiat. \fc. 
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time enough ; I will ilo nothing to plague you out of a 
scheme, if it is formed. 

You will, probahly, have heard how they are re- 
lieved at Twickenham, aud how angelically the whole 
family hear what has befallen tlieni. O my Susy ! — '■ 
let me but p^e8e^^■e you, and all other evils now seem 
trifling. I would not oppose Capt. P. in hi^ plan for 
the world. I adore him for it — if it be for yot 
health. 

[Totvards the end of July in this year, Mrs. ThraleV 
second marriage took place with Mr. Piozzi, nnd Miss 
Burney went about the same time to Norbury Paric* 
where she passed some weeks with Mr. and Mrs. Lock. 
The following " Sketch " of a letter, and memorandum 
of what had recently passed between Mrs. Piozzi and 
herself, is taken from the journal of that period.] 



Jliss J-^. Suniey to Mrs. Piozzi, 

Norbury I'atk, Aug, 10, 1784. 

When my wondering eyes first looked over the 
letter I received last night, my mind instantly dictated 
a high-spirited vindication of the consistency, integrity, 
and faithfulness of the friendship thus abruptly re- 
proached and cast away. But a sleepless night gave 
me leisure to recollect that you were ever as generous 
as precipitate, and that your own heart ttould do 
justice to mine, in the cooler judgment of future re- 
flection. Commitiing myself, therefore, to that period, 
rdetermined simply to assure you, that if my last letter 
hurt either you or Mr, Piozzi, 1 am no less sorry than 
surprised ; and that if it offended you, I sincerely be< 
jroar pardon. 
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Not to that time, however, can I wait to acknow- 
ledge the pain an accusation so unexpected has caused 
Die, nor the heartfelt satisfaction with which 1 shall 
receive, when you are able to write it, a softer renewal 
of regard. 

May Heaven direct and bless you ! 

F. B. 

iV.U. This is the sketch of the answer which F. B. 
most painfully wrote to the unmerited reproach of not 
trending cordial congratulations upon a marriage which 
she had uniformly, openly, and with deep and avowed 
aGBiction, thought wrong. 



Mm. Piozzi to Miss Bariiey. 

Wcllbcck Street, No. 33 Cavendish Square. 

Friday, Aug. la, 1784. 

Give yourself no serious concern, sweetest Bumey. 

All is well, and I aui too happy myself' to make a 

friend otherwise ; quiet your kind heart immediately, 

and love my hushand if you love his and your 

H, L. Piozzr. 
N.B. To this kind note, F. B. wrote the warmest 
and most affectionate and heartfelt reply ; but never 
received another word ! And here and thus stopped 
a correspondence of six years of almost unequalled 
partiality, and fondness on her side; and affection, 
gratitude, admiration, and sinceiity on that of F, B., 
who could only conjectm-e the cessatiou to be caused 
by the resentment of Piozzi, when informed of her 
constant opposition to the union. 



DIARY AX» LETTERS [Part Vlln 



DiaTy resumed. 
Addressed to Mrs. Phillips. 

FHrDAY, Oct. 8th. — 1 set otf with my dear fatlta 
for Chesington, where we passed five days very com 
fortably; my father was all good humour, all himself,— 
such as you and I mean by that word. The next day ] 
we had the blessing of your Dover letter, and on ""' 
day, Oct. 14, I arrived at dear Norbury Park, at 
■even o'clock, after a pleasant ride in the dark. Mr. Lock 
most kindly and cordially welcomed me; be came out 
uponthesteps to receive me, and his beloved Fredy waited 
for me in the vestibule. Oil, with what tenderness did 
she take me to her bosom ! I felt melted with her kind^ 
ness, but I could not express a joy like hers, for mj 
heart was very full— full of my dearest Susan, wboa 
image seemed before me upon the spot where we had 9 
lately been together. They told me that Madame de la 
Fite, her daughter, and Mr. Hinde, were in the house; 
iiut as I am now, I hope, come for a long time, I did not 
vex at hearing this. Their first inquiries were if I ha^ 
not heard from Boulogne. 

Sat LED A v. — I fully expected a letter, but none came'; 
but ScjJDAY I depended upon one. The post, however 
did not arrive before we went to church. Madame d« 
la Fite, seeing my sorrowful looks, good naturcdl] 
asked Mrs, Lock what could be set about to divert 
a little la paiivre Mademoiselle Hturneif ? and pro 
posed reading a drama of Madame de Genlis. 
approved it much, preferring it greatly to conversation j 
and, accordingly, she and her daoghter, each takiii| 
characters to themselves, read " La Rosiire de Salenci/." 
It is a very interesting and louchingly simple little drama. 
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I was so much pleased that they afterwards regularly 
read one every evening while they stayed. 

Next morning I went up stairs as usual, to treat 
myself with a solo of impatience for the post, and at 
about twelve o'clock I heard Mrs. Locke stepping along 
the passage. I was sure of good news, for I knew, 
if there was bad, poor Mr. Locke would have brought 
il. She came in, with three letters in her hand, 
and thiee thousand dimples in her cheeks and chin! 
Oh, my dear Susy, what a sight to me was your hand ! 
I hardly cared for the letter ; I hardly desired to open it ; 
the direction alone almost satisfied me sufficiently. How 
did Mrs. Locke embrace me ! I half kissed her to death. 
Then came dear Mr. Locke, his eyes brighter than ever — 
" Well, how does she do?" 

This question forced me to open my letter; all was 
just as 1 could wish, except that I regretted the having 
written the day before such a lamentation. I was so 
congratulated .' I shook hands with Mr. Locke ; the two 
dear Jittle girls came jumping to wish me joy ; and Mrs. 
Lockeordered a fiddler, that they might have a dance in 
the evening, which had been promised them from the 
time of Mademoiselle de la Fite's arrival, but postponed 
from day to day, by general desire, on account of my 
uneasicess. 



Monday, Oct. 25th. — Mr. Hinde and Madame and 
Mademoiselle de la Fite all left us. They were all so 
good humoured and so happy, there was no being glad 
though bow to be sorry at remaining alone with this 
family, I really know not. Both the de la Fites went 
away in tears. 1 love them for it. 

Wednesday, Nov. Snn. — This day has brought rae 
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another sweet letter from my Susy. What a set of broken' 
fortuned, broken-charactered people of fashion are aboul 
you at Boulogne!" The accounts are at once cartoufl 
and melancholy to me. 

Nothing can be more truly pleasant than our prei 
lives. I bury all disquietudes in immediate enjoymentj 
an enjoyment more fitted to my secret mind than any 1 
had ever hoped to attain. We are so perfectly tranquil, 
that not a particle of our whole frames seems ruffled or- 
dtscomposed. Mr. Locke is gayer and more sportive thaa 
I ever have seen him; his Fredy seems made up of happi- 
ness; and the two dear little girls' are io spirits almost 
ecstatic; and all from that internal contentment whi 
Norbury Park seems to have gathered from allcoJ 
of the world into its own sphere. 

Our mornings, if line, are to ourselves, as Mr. Locke 
rides out; if bad, we assemble in the picture room. We 
have two books in public reading, Madame de S^vign^V 
Letters, and Cook's last Voyage. Mrs. Locke reads the 
French, myself the English. 

Our conversations, too, are such as I could almost 
wish to last for ever. Mr. Locke has been all himself/ 
all instruction, information, and intelligence, — since we 
have been lef^ alone ; and the invariable sweetness, it» 
well as judgment, of all he says, leaves, indeed, nothing: 
to wish. 

They will not let me go while I can stay, and I am 
now most willing to stay till I must go. The serenity of 
a hfe like this, smoothes the whole internal surface of the- 
mind. My own, I assure you, begins to feel quite glossy. 

• [Mrs. Phillips returned in less than a twelvemoiiili from Bou- 
logne, much recovered in liealth, and aetlled with her huBbaiid and 
family in a house at Mickleham, at the foot of Norbury Park,] 
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To see Mrs. Locke so entirely restored to total health, and 
to see her adoring husband lose all his torturing solici- 
tude, while he retains liis unparalleled tenderness — these 
are sights to anticipate a taste of paradise, if paradise 
has any felicity consonant to our uoio ideas, 

I am most amazingly well and hearty. Since your letter 
arrived, I have not had an unpleasant thought that I 
have not driven away pellmell, as if it was a wasp near 
an open window. 



Tuesday, Nov. 9th. — This is Mr. William Locke's 
birth-day : he is how seventeen : he came home, with his 
brothers, to keep it, three days ago. May they all 
he as long-lived and as happy as they are now sweet and 
amiable ! This sweet place is beautiful even yet, though 
no longer of a beauty young and blooming, such as you 
left it ; but the character of the prospect is so grand, that 
winter cannot annihilate its charms, though it greatly 
diminishes them. The variety of the grounds, and the 
striking form of the hills, always afford something new 
to observe, and retain something lasting to admire. Were 
I, however, in a desert, people such as these would make 
it gay and cheery. 

I am quite enchanted with Madame de Sevigne ; I 
think her almost all that can be wished to form female 
perfection. Her softness, her fond affection, her wit, 
spirit, and drollery, the right turn of her understanding, 
the gay entertainment of her abilities, but, more than all, 
the exquisite refinement of her quick sensibility, attach 



me to her as if she were alive, and e 



1 now m my room. 



and permitting me to run into her arms. 

We go on but slowly with Captain Cook, for this 
syren seduces me from all other reading; hu.t vx^it.Wsi'^ 
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caii be so deliglilful as any reading in such society, and 
such leading as Madame de Stvigne has written would 
be dt-lighlful io any. 



From Mks F. Burnq/ to Mrs. Locke. 

St. Martin's Stteet, Not. \Uh. 

" On gracious errand bent," indeed \ Dear Mr. 
Locke ! what a day for his benevoltni excursion ! But 
he never thinks cf himself, where others may be benefitec 
by seif-for get fulness. May his success but make bin 
recall those melancholy words 1 had once the pain^to hea; 
hiui uller — 'That, though he had tried to do good,— 
licm twenty shillings to some thousands, — he had nevq 
answered his own expectations.' " 

t was happy at the time, to hear you recollect for hiq 
some instances in which he bad prospered, — and anothei 
instance, I hope, will pay his exertion of to-day. 

Aud now let me give my beloved Mrs. Locke a littll 
liistory of my (no) adventures. 

I found at home my dear father, my mother, CharlottCj 
and Sarah, with two Mr. la Trobes, sons of a Moraviai 
bishop, two tail, thin, black, very good sort of youm 
men, whom I had never seen before, but who stayed al 
the afternoon and evening, — probably to take off till 
suangeness of a new acquaintance. 

On Sunday Mr. Seward called ; and he stayed tilt 
dinner — not for the same reason that kept the Mora-> 
vians, but because he was dying with impatience to talk.; 
over a transaction which I grieve even to think of; and I had 
the satisfaction of hearing all the merits and demerits ol 
the cause fuliy discussed. I sate very uneasily, and spoks 
as little as I could : but how did I congratulate myseli 



1784] OP THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 325 

in being spared thia cruel subject at the time I should 
have felt it the most, by my fortunate residence in tile 
sweetly forbearing family at JTorbury ! Had I then been 
in town, while my whole heart was filled with sorrow and 
disturbance, I hardly know how I could have endured 
the perpetual canvassing in which I must have been made 
a party. To hear just blame cast upon those who are 
dear to us, — and to be checked both by truth and opinion 
from defending them, — is, at least, one of the most irk- 
some situations in the world ; especially where, as here, 
the person censured possessed a thousand good qualities 
which lier censnrers never could boast. Those, however, 
were known to few ; her defects were seen by all. Could 
I tell how to direct, I think I should write to her again ; 
for her heart must be strangely changed if this breach of 
all intercourse gives her no concern, I begin to faucy 
my last letter to her miscarried. 

I had a very unpleasant morning after I left you. When 
the coach and I had waited upon my father, I made the 
visit I mentioned to you. O whata visit ! — all that I pre- 
supposed of attack, inquiry,and acrimony, was nothing to 
what passed. Rage more intemperate I have not often 
seen; and the shrill voice of feeble old age, screaming 
with unavailing passion, is horrible. She had long looked 
upon Mrs. T. as a kind of protugee, whom she had 
fondled when a child, and whose fame, as she grew into 
notice, she was always proud to hear of, and help to exalt. 
She is a woman (I can well attest !) of most furious pas- 
sions herself, however at liberty she thinks she may he 
to shew no sort of mercy to those of another. 

Once, had I been less disturbed, I could have laughed; 
for she declared with great vehemence, that if she had 
suspected "the wretch of any intention to marry theman^ 



DIARV AND LETTERS [pAET Vtll. 



hear from hi 
1 drive ber qniU 
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willins; to conKoe my words at least to the literal story, . 
only exclaimed against the UDfeeliog absurdity of such i 
confession. 

" Such a confession," cried he, " to a person then com 
ing to try his lodging for her health, contains, indeed 
more absurdity than we can well lay our account for." 

I had seen Miss T. the day before. 

"So," said he, "did I." 

I then said, — "Do you ever, 
mother ?" 

" No," cried he, " nor write to her. 
from my mind. If I meet with one of her letters, I burt 
it instantly. I have burnt all I can tind. I never speak 
of her, and I desire never to hear of her more. I drive( 
her, as I said, wholly from my mind." 

Yet, wholly to change this discourse, I gave bim i 
history of the Bristol milk-woman, and told him lb* 
tales I had heard of ber writing ao wonderfully, thongH 
she had read nothing but Young and iMilton; "thougfi 
those," I continued, "could never possibly, I should 
thinkjbethe first authors with anybody. Would children 
understand them? and grown people who have not read 
are children in literature." 

" Doubtless," said he; " but there is nothing so littlv 
comprehended among mankind as what is genius. They 
give to it all, when it can be but a part. Genius ii 
nothing more than knowing the use of tools ; but there 
inuat be tools for it to use : a man who has spent all hi* 
life in this room will give a yery poor account of what ia 
contained in the next." 

" Certainly, sir ; yet there is such a thing as invention ? 
Shakspeare could never have seen a Caliban." 

"No: but he had seen a man, and knew, therefore, 
how to vaiy him to a monster. A man, who would draw 
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a monstrous cow, must first know what a cow comtnoaly 
is ; or bow can he tell that to give her an ass'a head or an 
elephant's tusk will make her monstrous ? Suppose you 
shew me a man who is a very expert carpenter ; anoLher 
will aay he was bom to be a carpenter— but what if he 
had never seen any wood ? Let two men, one with 
genius, the other with none, look at an overturned 
waggon: — he who has no genius, will think of the waggon 
only as he sees it, overturned, and walk on; he who has 
genius, will paint it to himself before it was overturned, 
— standing still, and moving on, and heavy loaded, and 
empty ; but both must sec the waggon, to think of it 
at all." 

How just and true all this, my dear Susy ! He then 
animated, and talked on, upon this milk-woman, upon a 
once as famous shoemaker, and upon our immortal 
Shakspeare, with as much fire, spirit, wit, and truth of 
criticism and judgment, as ever yet I have heard him. 
How delightfully bright are his faculties, though the 
poor and infirm machine that contains them seems alarm- 
ingly giving way. 

Yet, all brilliant as he was, I saw him growing worse, 
and offered to go, which, for the first time I ever remem- 
ber, he did not oppose; but, most kindly pressing both 
my hands, — 

" Be not," he said, in a voice of even tenderness, " be 
not longer in coming again for my letting you go now.'' 

I assured him I would be the sooner, and was running 
oft', but he called me back, in a solemn voice, and, in 
a manner the most energetic, said, — 

" Remember me in your prayers I" 

I longed to ask him to remember me, but did not dare. 
I gave him my promise, and, very heavily indeed, I left 
him. Great, good, and excellent that he is, how short a 
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time will he be our boasl ! Ah, my dear Susy, I 
is going ! This winter will never conduct him to a mora 
genial season here ! Elsewhere, who shall hope a fairer 
I wish I had bid him pray for me ; but it seemed to m 
presumptDous, though this repetition of so kind a conde- 
Bcension might, [ think, have encouraged me. Mrs. 
Lock, however, I know does it daily ; my Susan's 
prayers I know are always mine ; and where can I fini 
two more innocent pleaders ' So God bless you both 1 



Jl/('ss Burnei/ to Dr. Burae>/. 

Norbury Park, Nov. 29th, 17B4. ' 
My dearest Sir, 

I don't write because I have got anything to say, aot 
indeed, because I have got nothing to say ; for that wen 
a most woful reason for you, who are to read thai 
nothing; but I write because — because — because — b 
cause — because — because — and if that should not 
reason adequate, i confess I have none more forcible! 

Oh, yes, I have! Mrs. Locke is your most devoted 
She will adhere, she says, most religiously to ber pro- 
posed conditions; you shall have the best-selected, thi 
sweetest-smelling, the most picturesque-formed nose 
gays she can procure you, made up by hei' own fair hand 
and elected by her own discriminating nose : you sbalt 
have as long, and as broad, and as short, and as narrow a 
ribbon to tie them up as you shall decide yourself, and 
she will love you not only dearly by promise, but tout a 
bon, and without chicanery. 

The housewife has not been mentioned again ; but I • 
know you may command the whole fair. This sweet 
place is just as I best like it, occupied only by its proper, 
inhabitants. Winter here does not sweep away i 
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beauty, though it deducts much from its character of 
smiting gaiety; but the bold and majestic form of the 
surrounding hills, and the thick mass of the Doble, 
though leafless wood, stiil, and throughout the whole 
varying year, afford objects sufficiently diveraified to 
engage, though not fully delight attention. A flat 
country is utterly desolate when all its trees are stripped, 
and its uninteresting extent is laid open to the disap- 
pointed eye, which wants some occasional check to stimu- 
late curiosity, and give some play to fancy ; and this, in 
summer, is done by every luxuriant branch. Here the 
irregularity of the ground supplies a constant variety, 
however variety may elsewhere regard change as its very 
essence; but every new gleam of light from eveiy fresh 
breaking or passing cloud, bo changes the point of view, 
and so metamorphoses the principal object, from the hill 
to the vale, and the wood to the plain, that much as 
summer is everywhere to he regretted, winter, here, has 
a thousand claims to being admired. 

I shall come home faithfully to ray time, Saturday, 
Mrs. Locke says she is ambitious you should know she 
may be trusted. 

Mr. Locke has been himself to Mickleham, to give 
orders for the planting some trees before our captain's 
cottage, to shelter it from the dust, and from the staring 
of the road. 

I wish Charlotte would have the kindness to give me 
a letter. 1 always want intolerably to hear something 
from home, by the time I have left it two days, I am 
preparing a noble folio sheet for our Susan. The 
weather is, I suppose, too bad for any intercourse with 
dear Etty. 

Adieu, dearesfrsir. Mr. Locke desires me to give his 
compliments to you ; for Mrs. Locke I think I have said 
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enougfa. I beg my duty to my mother, and love to 
Charlotte, Dick, and Sarah, and am, dearest sir, youtlj 
moEt dutifully and affectionately. 

F. B. 
I suppose to-night is the first muster of the Blut 
forces. I want to know how they perform their exer- 
cises, who are their new recruits, and if there is ever i 
deserter to keep me in countenance. 



Min F, Burney to Mrs. Locke. 

St. Martin's Street, Dec. 7, 1784. 

Why, poor Norbury and I are now in greater disgrac< 
than ever. To have known nothing of the Emperor an< 
the Dutch, was indeed rather rustic ; to have heard nc 
thing of Lord George Gordon and his cockades, was, 
acknowledge, somewhat defective : — but a new ignoranci 
was discovered just now, more ignominious than all tha 
preceded it; I was informed that the Duchess of De^ 
vonshire had cut the string of Mr. Elanchard's balloon 
I had vegetated upon a spot, unconscious that Mrs 
Crewe had sent up a glove in it ! Oh, unaspiring Not 
bury ! ignorant of wars, bloodshed, and rumours of war 
Oh, clownish Korbury! stranger to the vagaries of thi 
ton! 

Thursday mokning, — I was called away in tin 
midst of my rhodomontade, and have lost all zest fe 
pursuing it. I have been a second time to see poc 
Dr. Johnson, and both times he was too ill to admit me 
I know how verj' much worse he must be, for when I sa' 
him last, which was the morning before I went to Noi 
bury, he repeatedly and even earnestly begged me t< 
come to him again, and to see him botl^ as soon and 
often as I could. I am told by Mr. Hoole, that he 
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quired of Dr. ErockleBby if he thought it likely lie 
might live six weeks? and the Doctors hesitation say- 
ing — No — be has been more deeply depressed than ever. 
Fearing death as he does, no one can wonder. Why he 
should fear it, all may wonder. 

He sent lue down yesterday, by a clergymaD who waa 
with him, the kindest of messages, and I hardly know 
whether I ought to go to him again or not; though I 
know still less why I say so, for go again 1 both must 
and shall. One thing, his extreme dejection of mind 
considered, has both surprised and pleased me; he has 
now constantly an amanuensis with him, and dictates to 
him Guch compositions, particularly Latin and Greek, 
as he has formerly made, but repeated to his friends 
without ever committing to paper. This, I hope, will not 
only gratify his survivors, but serve to divert him. 

The good Mr. Hoole and equally good Mr. Sastres 
attend him, rather as nurses than friends, for they sit 
whole hours by him, -without even speaking to him. He 
will not, it seemS) be talked to — at least very rarely. At 
times, indeed, he re-animates; but it is soon over, and 
he says of himself, " I am now like Macbeth, — question 
enrages me." 

My father saw him once while I was away, and car- 
ried Mr, Burke with him, who was desirous of paying 
his respects to him once more in person. He rallied a 
little while they were there ; and Mr. Eurke, when they 
left him, said to my father — " His work is almost done ; 
and well has he done it!" 

How cheering, in the midst of these sad scenes and 
accounts of poor Dr. Johnson, are your words about 
your dear self and many selves ! 

One of the Aloravians was here again the other even- 
ing, and was really entertaining enough, by the singular 



DIAKY A.VD LETTERS (TABT' 

ki^ of his coaTersatioQ. He wax brought up 
Genaany, and spent tbe greater part of his early yoi 
ID ronag about (roin place to place, and country 
couotiy; for thottgh he had his edncstion in Gei 
he is a natife of Ireland, and his father and mother 
side chiedy in England. 

"?rot being used," said be, "to a family when I < 
a boy, I always hited it; they seemed to me only 
many wasps ; for one toid me 1 was too silent, a 
another wished I would not speak so much, and all 
them found some fault or other. But now that I i 
come home to live, and am constrained to be with 
I enjoy it very much." 

What must be the sect, and where the travelling, th 
shall on-Irish an Irishman i 

Another of his confessions was this :— 

" Luckily for me," said he, "I have no occasion ( 
speak till about two o'clock, when we dine, for thi 
keeps me fresh. If I were to begin earlier, I shoul 
only be like skimmed milk the rest of the day." 

As he came in between five and six o'clock, we wei 

stiU at dinner. My father asked him if he would join 

and do what we were doing? " No, sir," answered hi 

▼ery composedly, " I have done my tea this hour." 

• •*•«« 

F. B. 



Diary Resumed. 

St. Martin's-street, Wednesday, Dec. 10th. 
I went in the evening to poor Dr. Johnson. Frank 
me he was very ill, but let me in. He would have taken 
me up stairs, but I would not aee him without his direol 
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I permission, I desired Frank to tell liim I called to pay 
my respects to him, but not to disturb him it' he was not 

I well enough to see me. Mr. Strahan, a clergyman, 

I he said, was with him alone. 

In a few minutes, this Mr. Strahan came to me him- 
self. He told me Dr. Johnson was very ill, very much 

I obliged to me for coming, but so weak and bad he hoped 
I would excuse his not seeing me. 

I had promised to call for Charlotte at Mr. Hoole'a ; 
and there I went in to tea, sure of a good reception, 
though too much out of spirits to be worth one. They 
were all at home, and their good humour and happi- 
ness vere pleasant to behold, after such an unexpected 
blow. 

Dear, dear, and much-reverenced Dr. Johnson I how 
ill or how low must he be, to decline seeing a creature he 
has so constantly, so fondly, called about him I If I do 
not see him again I shall be truly afflicted. And I fear, 
I almost know, I cannot! 

At night my father brought us the most dismal tidings 
of dear Dr. Johnson. Dr. Warren had seen him, and 
told him to take what opium he pleased ! He had 
thanked and taken leave of all his physicians. Alas ! — I 
shall lose him, and hewill takenoleaveof me! Myfather 
was deeply depressed ; he has himself tried in vain for ad- 
mission this week. Yet some people see him — the Hooles, 
Mr. Sastres, Mr. Langton ; — but then they must be in 
the house, watching for one moment, whole hours. I 
tear from every one he is now perfectly resigned to bis 
approaching fate, and no longer in terror of death. I 
am thankfully happy in hearing that he speaks himself 
now of the change his mind has undergone, from its 
dark horror, and says — " He feels the irradiation of 
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hope !" Good, and pious, sod excellent Christian— Avbi> 
sliail feel it if not he,? 

Dec. 1 Ith. — We had a party to dinner, by long ap-, 
pointment, for which, indeed, none of us were well diir 
poEed, the appreheneion of hearing news only of deatli< 
being hard upon ub all. The party was, Dr. RoBe, De. 
Gillies, Dr. Gavthshore, and Charles, 

The day could not be well — but mark the night. 

My father, in the morning, saw this first of men! 
had not his account',till bed-tirae ; he feared over-excitii 
me. He would not, he said, but have seen him fa 
worlds! He happened to be better, and admitted hij 
He was up, and very composed. He took his hand vc 
kindly, aeked after al! his family, and then, in paiUcuIu, 
how Fanny did ? 

" I hope," he said, "Fanny did not take it amiss that 
I did not see her ':" I was very bad I" 

Amiss ! — what a ivovd ! Oh that I had been preseat 
to hare answered it ! My father stayed, I suppose, hfti 
an hour, and then was coming away. He again tool 
his hand, and encouraged him to come again to him 
and when he was taking leave, said — " Tell Fanny i 
pray for me I" i 

Ah ! dear Dr. Johnson ! might I but have Tfon 
prayers ! After which, still grasping hie hand, he mad 
a prayer for himself, — the most fervent, pious, humbli 
eloquent, and touching, my father says, that ever ww 
composed. Oh, would I had heard it! He ended it 
with Amen ! in which my father joined, and was echoed 
by all present. And again, when my father was leavii 
him, be brightened up, something of his arch look i 
turned, and he said — " I think I shalt throw the ball 
Fanny yet!" 

Little more passed ere my father came away, decided) 
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most tenderly, not to tell me this till our party was 
gone. 

This most earnestly increased my desire to eee him ; 
this kind and frequent mention of me melted me into 
double sorrow and regret. I would give the world 1 
had but gone to him that day ! It was, however 
impossible, and the day was over before I knew he 
had said what 1 look upon as a call to me. This 
morning, after church lime, I went. Frank said he 
was very ill, and saw nobody; I told him I had under- 
stood by my father the day before that he meant to see 
me. He then let me in. I went into his room up 
stairs ; he was in his bedroom. I saw it crowded, and 
ran hastily down. Frank told me his master had 
refused seeing even Mr. Langton. I told him merely 
to say I had called, but by no means to press my 
admission. His own feehngs were all that should be 
consulted ; his tenderness, I knew, would be equal, 
whether he was able to see me or not. 

I went into the parlour, preferring being alone in the 
cold, to any company with a fire. Here I waited long, 
here and upon the stairs, which I ascended and de- 
scended to meet again with Frank, and make inquiries ; 
but 1 met him not. At last, upon Dr. Johnson's ringing 
bis bell, I saw Frank enter his room, and Mr. Langton 
follow. " Who'ii that?" I heard him say; they an- 
swered, " Mr. Langton," and I found he did not return. 

Soon after, alt the rest went away but a Mrs. Davis, a 
good sort of woman, whom this truly chajitable soul had 
sent for to take a dinner at his house. I then went and 
waited with her by the fire: it was, however, between 
three and four o'clock before I got any answer. Mr. 
Langton then came himself. He could not look at 
me, and I turned away from him. Mrs. Davis asked 

VOL. n. Ti 
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how the Doctor was ? " Going on to death very fast I" 
was his mournful answer. " Has he taken," said ahe, 
*' anything V " Nothing at all ! We carried him some 
bread and milk — be refused it, and said — ' 37;e lesj ihc 
better.' " She asked more questions, by which I found 
his faculties were perfect, his mind composed, and his 
dissolution was quick drawing on. 

««•#■» 

1 could not immediately go on, and it is now loiij 
since I have written at all : but I will go back to 
this afflicting theme, which 1 can now better bear. 

Mr. Langton was, I believe, a quarter of ao hour ia 
the room before i suspected he meant to apeak to me, 
never looking near me. At last he said — 

" This poor man, I understand, ma'am, desired yea 
terday to see you." 

" My understanding that, sir, brought me to-day." 

"Poor man! it is pity he did not know himBel 
better, and that you should have had this trouble." 

" Trouble !" cried I ; "I would come a hundred 
times to see him the hundredth and first !" 

"He hopes, now, you will excuse hira; he is very sorry? 
not to see you ; but he desired me to come and speak to 
you myself, and tell you he hopes you will excuse him, 
for he feels himself too weak for such an interview. 

I hastily got up, left him ray moat affectionate respectS] 
and every good wish I could half utter, and ran back to 
the coach. Ah, my Susy ! I have never been to Bolt- 
court since 1 I then drove to poor Miss Strange, to 
make inquiries of the maid ; but Andrew ran out to; 
the coach door, and told me all hope was at an endt 
In short, the next day was fatal to both! — the 
day ! 
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Dec. 20th. — This day was the ever-honoured, ever- 
lamented Dr. Johnson committed to the earth. Oh, how 
sad a. day to me ! My father attended, and so did 
Charles. I couldnotkeep my eyeadry allday; nor can 
I now, in the recoUeclina; it ; but let me pass over what 
to mourn is now so vain 1 

I had the good fortune at night of a sweet letter from 
my dearest Susy; that, and another from my Fredy, 
were alone able to draw me from this mournful day's 
business. 

Thursday, Dec, 30th. — As I was engaged for this 
evening at Mrs. Chapone's, I found it necessary to call 
upon two or three people in the morning, lest my going 
thither, after so long a secession, should give offence. I 
went first to Lady Mary Duncan, who is but lately come 
from Bath. She was very gracious, and, as usual, very 
diverting. I then went to Lady F. B., and had another 
painful conference. Then I went to Mrs. Vesey, with 
whom I spentanhourverysociably, and she gave me great 
pleasure by shewing me a letter from Mrs. Allison, late 
Miss Gregorj-, who is married very happily, though not 
richly, and with the world's approbation, though against 
Mrs, Montagu's. She would have kept me to dinner, 
very kindly ; but I could not stay. I then left a card for 
Sophy Streatfield, and came home. 

In the evening, I went to Mrs. Chapone. I was late, 
on account of the coach, and al! her party was assem- 
bled. Mrs. Boscawen, Mrs. Levison, her daughter, 
Mrs. Burrows, Mrs. Amy Burrows, Mr. and Mrs. 
Pepys, Lady Rothes, Sir Lucas Pepys, young Burrows, 
Mr. Sandford, a young sea-officer, Mrs. Ord, and Miss 
Ord, her cousin. 

This was the first time I had seen any oC liv^isi., ^^saesfi. 
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Mrs, Ord, eince last spring. I was received trith th» 
utmost kindness by them all, but chiefly by Mrs. 
Chapone herself, who has really, I believe, a sincere 
gard for me. 1 had talk with all of them, except Mrs. 
Levison, with whom I have merely a courtesying ac- 
quaintance. But I was very sad within ; the loss of 
dear Dr. Johnson — the flight of Mrs. Thrale — the death 
of poor Misa Kitty Cambridge, and of poor, good Miss 
Strange, — all these home and bosom strokes, which had 
all struck me since my last meeting this society, were re- 
volving Jn my mind the whole time I stayed. 

Sir Lucas Pepys talked to me a great deal of Mrs, 
Thrale, and read me a letter from her, which seems tQ 
shew her gay and happy. 1 hope it shews not faiss 
colours. No one else named her; but poor Dr. Johnsoa 
was discussed repeatedly. How melancholy will all 
these circumstances render these once so pleasant meet-- 
ings. 

Dec. 31st, — I called early upon my dear Mrs. 
Delany, who was just come to town, as Mrs. Boscawea 
told me the night before ; but she was not up, and I 
could not see her. And where did I spend the rest oi. 
the day? With the sweet Locks, in Upper Brook-street. 
I went to wait their arrival, with their dear little girls, 
and 1 stayed with them till bed-time. Dear, charming 
people ! how did they soothe my troubled mind. I had 
felt nothing so like peace since I left them ; and this real 
pleasure, with an exerted suppression of sadness, gave us 
all, I believe, an equally pleasant day. You may think 
hew I must be guarded there — there, where I can shew 
Jio sorrow that will not instantly spread to themselves. 
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Correspondence — Mrs. Delany — Dr. Johnson — Aequainlance of Miaa 
Barney with Madame de Genlis — Letter from Madame de Genlis 
to Miss Bumej — Mrs. Dekny — Noble Conduct of George Ihe 
Third and Queen Charlotte towards her — Miss Burney to Mrs. 
Phillips — Mrj. Delanj — Miss Butney to Mrs. Lock — Anecdotes of 
Mrs. Delany and the Duchess of Portland — Anecdote of the King 
and Queen — Horace Walpole — Miss Burney lo Dr. Burney — 
Warren Hastings — Mr. W. Locke's Paintings — Miss Burney to Mrs, 
Gast — Character of Mr. Crbp — Diary Resumed — Windsor — The 
Queen — The Princesses — Lady Louisa Clayton and Lady Charlotte 
Pinch — A Conjuring Qoaoi — Visit of tlie King to Mrs. Delany— - 
Anecdote of the Queen — Visit of the King and Queen to Mrs. 
Delany — Royal Chit-chat — Writing for the Stage — Princess Eliia- 
belh — The Cave of Elephanta — Virtuosi — Visit to Thames DiHon 
— Eeiara to Windsor— The Comedy of Errors — Visit.of the King to 
Mts. Delany — His Conrersation with Miss Burney — Hunting in a 
Hoop — Arrival of the Queen — The Duke of Mailborough — Cod- 
Tctsatlon between Queen Charlotte and Miss Burney — The Queen's 
Description of the Diawing-rootM — Anecdote of the Duke of Dorset 
— Webb, the Musician— Anecdote of the Princess Sophia— Anecdote 
of Webb — Etiquette at Leave-taking of Royalty— Personal Character 
of Queen Charlotte and George IIL — Their Behaviour to each other 
— St. George's Chapel — A Court Preacher — Collection of Chinese 
Curiosities — Another Visit from liie King — His Fondness for his 
Children — Attendance on Eoyalty — Bon Mot of tlie Kuig about 
Richard Cumberland — Lord Sackville — Madame de Genlis — The 
King's Opinion of Voltaire and Rousseau — Anecdotes of Rousseau — 
The King and the Players — Mrs. Clive, Henderson, and Mrs. Sid- 
dons — The King's Opinion of Shakspeare — His Vindication of the 
English Stage— T6te-i.t§te vtiih the Queen— Her Opinion of Boi- 
well and Madame de Genlis — The Sorrows of Werter — The Queen 
at a Bookstall— Her Opinion of Klopslock— Her Anecdote of 
Catholic Superstition — Her Accoual of Protestant Nunneries in 
Germany — Letter from Mrs. Moniagti — Letter from Miss Bumey 
— How to Behave in the presence of Royalty, 
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Miss Burnet/ to Mist • • • • 

St. Mattin's Street, Jan. Srd, 1785. 



' Your and my beloved Mrs. Dalany 1 have not yetM 
been able to see, though we are now both inhabitants of^ 
this " dark and busy city." I heard on Thursday of her ] 
arrival, from Mr. Sandford, the seaman, whom I met at 
MrE. Chapone's, and the next morning early 1 hastened i 
to St. James's Place. I was anxious to catch her aIone» ■ 
that I might enjoy what is so precious to me — berowal 
conversation, unmixed, unintermped, I had almost said | 
unadulterated, by casual visitors and miscellaneous talk; I 
but I faocy, by my ill success, my plan was too selfish, j 
She had been tired the day before, and was not stirring..! 
Mrs, Astley, however, assured me she was pretty well,,] 
and 1 have heard, from Mrs. Boscawen, that she is ii 
excellent spirits ; and her spirits, we know, enlivea allfl 
around her, though their vivacity is so gentle that they j 
could not oppress even a mournet in the deepest afflic- 
tion — if, indeed, such a one could be present and her J 
spirits not sink into similar sadness. 

1 am sure iny dear >!■••• will give me a llttlel 
share of concern for the loss of my great, good, aodT 
highly reverenced friend, Dr. Johnson. My loss, indeed, I 
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where a whole nation has cause to mourn, it seems almost 
impertinent to mention; yet, immaterial as it is in so 
wide and general a regret, I do not feel it the less for 
knowing it to be universal. You can now only know 
him in his works; and, perhaps, from his character of 
harshness and severity, you may think you could there 
alone know him to any advantage. But had you beea 
presented to him, you would not have found tliat the 
case. He was always indulgent to the young, he never 
attacked the unassuming, nor meant to terrify the diffi- 
dent. I pretend not, however, to vindicate his temper, 
nor to justify his manners; but his many and essential 
virtues and excellences made all who were much con- 
nected with him rather grieve at his defects than resent 
them, — grieve, indeed, to see how much remains to be 
pardoned, even where there is most to be applauded and 
admired ! 

Considerations such as these, though they sadly lessen 
our expectations of human perfection, may yet be ex- 
tremely useful in increasing our lenity for its frailty in 
others, and our vigilance for guarding against it in our- 
selves. 

Our all-amiable Mrs. Delany seems to me to have 
these two reflections ever uppermost, and to owe to them 
chiefly the benevolence that makes her so pleasing to 
others, and the purity that makes her so valuable in her- 
self. Need I say to my dear JI * • • ■ • liow edifying an 
example 'i Oh, no ! no one is more watchfully awake to 
all her virtues. You have constantly before you what- 
ever is most worthy to be imitated. Sweet and happy 
plant ! long may you thrive, and long may those who 
rear rejoice in your fragrance ! 

To one of your cultivators, 1 beg to present my best 
respects; to the other, I hope personally to pay them 
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Tery speedily. A very happy new year to you and youj 
fireside. I am, my dear M " • * • ''s sincerely affeo 
tionate friend, F. B. 

[Few journals or letters written in tlie beginning ol 
tMs year have been preserved. During the spring ol 
1785, Dr. Eurney and his daughter became acquainted 
with the celebrated Madame de Genlis, who was then, for 
the first time, in England, and who " warmly, and willu 
predetermined partiality, sought the friendship of Miss. 
Eurney." The following brief mention of her is 
a letter to Mrs. Phillips, dated July 11th, 17S5.] 

Si. Martin's Street, 

" I have been this whole morning with Madame d& 
Genlis, the sweetest as well as most accomplished 
Frenchwoman I ever met with. Were my time and 
mind more disengaged, I would send you an account of 
her, highly interesting both for you and Mr. and Mti. 
Locke ; but I have neither leisure nor spirits for jour- 
nalizing." 

[A note from Madame de Genlis was long preserved 
as a memorial of so attractive a person.] 

Madame de Genlis to Miss Bumey. 

Ce Vendredi, 13 JuUlet, 17S5, 
Combien j'ai cte fachee, ma ch^re amie, de n'avoir pfl 
joultdu plaisir de vous recevoir; mais je dinois avec des 
perBonnes qu'il m'etoit impossible de quitter. Recevez 
tous mes reraercimens du precieux present que vous 
m'avez fait, et chai^ez vous d'exprimer u monsieur votre 
p^re toute la reconnoissance que je lui dois. Je sais 
combieu son ouvrage est estimable; il sera pour mot 
dooblement intSressant, et je me flatte que vous en 
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derinerez facilement la raison. Je pars dans Tiiistaiit 
pour Oxford ; adieu ma ciiere amie; n'oubliez paa que 
Tous avez pris I'engagement de m'aimer. Pour moi, je 
V0U3 aime depuis I'instant oil j'ai lu Evelina et Cecilia, 
et le bonheur de tous entendre et de voua connoitre per- 
sonnel lenient, a rendu ce sentiment aussi tendre qu'il est 
T)ien fonde. 

[The acquaintance, however, was not kept up. They 
were not at this time thrown in each other's way, and 
afterwards, such tales, whether true or false, were forced 
into the unwilling ears of Miss Burney, that, to use her 
own words, " notwithstanding the most ardent admiration 
of Madame de Genlis' talents, and a zest yet greater for 
her engaging society and elegantly lively and winning 
manners, she yet dared no longer come within the 
precincts of her fascinating allurements." — " In France, 
equally, she felt compelled to keep aloof, though most 
reluctantly."] 



Miss F. Burney to Dr. Burnei/. 

St. James's Place, August 24th, 1783, 

I have been very much alarmed, dearest Sir, these 
last four days, by a feverish attack which dear Mrs. De- 
lany has suffered. Unfortunately none of her physical 
assistants were in town; however, she is now, thank 
Heaven ! recovering, and if there is no relapse, will soon, 
I hope, be well. 

I must tell you, dearest Sir, a tale concerning her, 
which 1 am sure you will hear with true pleasure. 
Among the many inferior losses which have been included 
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io her great and irreparable calamity,* has been that of 
a country house for the summerj which she had in Bui- 
Btrode, and which for the half of every year was her 
constant home. The Duke of Portland behaved with 
the utmost propriety and feeling upon this occaaioa, and 
was most earnest to accommodate her to the best of his 
power, with every comfort to which she had been accus- 
tomed; but this noblest of women declared she loved 
the memory of her friend beyond all other things, and 
would not suti'er it to be tainted in the misjudging 
world by an action that would be construed into a 
reflection upon her will, as if deficient in consideration 
to her. " And I will net," said she to nie, " suffer the 
children of my dearest friend to suppose that their mother 
left undone anything she ought to have done. She did 
not ; I knew her best, and I know she did what she was 
sure I should most approve." She steadily, therefore, 
refused all offers, though made to her with even painful 
earnestness, and though solicited till her refusal becamiH 
a distress to herself- V 

This transaction was related, I believe, to theiM 
Majesties; and Lady Weymouth, the Duchess's eldeafl 
daughter, was commissioned to wait upon Mrs. Delanjfl 
with this message: — That the Queen was extremel^B 
anxious about her health, and very apprehensive letffl 
continuing in London during the summer should be pra« 
judicial to it: she entreated her, therefore, to accept as 
house belonging to the King at Windsor, which shd 
should order to be fitted up for her immediately; andfl 
she desired Lady Weymouth to give her time to consider^ 
this proposal, and by no means to hurry her ; as well bk 1 
to assure her, that happy as it would make her to have J 

• Tlie death of ihe Duchess Dowager ot Portland. ■ 
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one she so sincerely esteemed for a neighbour, she should 
remember her situation, and promise not to be trouble- 
some to her. The King, at the same time, desired to be 
allowed to stand to the additional expenses incurred by 
the maintenance of two houses, and that Mrs. Delany 
would accept from him £300 a year. 

It would be needless lo tell you how Mrs. Delany was 
touched by this benevolence ; for no creature has heard 
it without emotion, and 1 am sure my dear father will 
not be the first. Yet she dreaded accepting what she 
feared would involve her in a new course of life, and 
force her into notice and connexions she wished to drop 
or avoid. She took the time the Queen so considerately 
gave her for deliberation, and she consulted with some of 
her old friends. They all agreed there must be no re- 
fusal, and, after many circumstances too long for writing, 
though otherwise well worth knowing. Lady Weymouth 
was made the messenger of her Majesty's ofier being 
accepted. 

The house, therefore, is now fitting up, and the King 
sees after the workmen himself. 

A few days ago, Miss Planta was sent from the 
Queen, with very kind intjulries after Mrs. Delauy's 
health, and information that she would receive a sum- 
mons very soon. She told her, also, that as the house 
might still require a longer time in preparation than 
would suit Mrs. Delany lo wait in London, the Queen 
faai) ordered some apartments in the Castle, which lately 
belonged to Prince Edward, to be got ready with all 
speed, that she might reside in them till her own house 
was finished. 

This is the state of her affairs. I am now with her 
entirely. At first I slept at home; but going after 
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sapper, and coming before breakfast, was inconTenient, 
aod she has therefore contrived me a bed-room. 

When ehe eeta off for Windsor, Mr. Locke will be so 
kind as to send his carriage for me to return to Norbary. 
But now, if the coach should continue at that time ia 
town, and unemployed, would there be any harm in ray 
using it to make a visit to Twickenham ? Charlotte 
wilt much oblige me by a yes or do to this question. 

I hope everybody is quite well at Chesington, and I 
beg my duty, love, and compliments, with proper pm* 
priety, may he delivered. "To be sure," you will sayj I 
" I hove nothing else to do." ■ 

The milk-woman's ungrateful tale I have heard coafl 
firmed, and that is all (and a very bad all) the newB^| 
have heard since I came. Adieu, dearest Sir ; I haiH 
good accounts from Korbury, and Mrs. Delany charg^| 
me with her kind compliments to you. I hope Jam^H 
brought back Baron Tott. ^M 

Most affectionately and dutifully youn, S 

F. B. m 

jMtij F. Barney lo Mrs. Phillips. H 

St. James's Place, August 2ath, l^BS. fl 

My most dear Susan's letter is this moment arrived, ^ 

just as I was preparing to write to her without so kind J 

an inducement. You are right in concluding me en" ] 

tirely under this roof. My plans are lying in wait fat .] 

Mrs. Delany's, which depend upou her summons from J 

the Queen, and her abiUty to obey it. She is far fromj 

well, and unfit at present to remove. But Miss CaaV'a 

» bridge earnestly claims my long-given promise, and ]9 

have sent her the situation of things. She is very goodjH 
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and very aiFectionate, and very sincere, and I will cer- 
tainly go to her for one night and day. 

I am by no means at ease about my revered Mrs. 
Delany. Dr. Turton has been with her. He says she 
has a thrush, and says, too, by the state he finds her 
in, that what she must have suffered is very great indeed. 
Sweet Boul ! 1 have alt along dreaded some such effect, 
from the constraint she has imposed upon all her feel- 
ings, I would not but be here for the world. I draw 
her from so hard and dangerous a self-set task, with all 
the vigilance in my power ; and to me, whenever we are 
quite alone, she now unburthens her loaded heart, and 
allows her tears some vent. And to see them upon her 
venerable cheeks calls forth mine, as if the friend she 
laments had been equally dear to myself. It is, indeed, 
the most touching spectacle that can be beheld. 

As I told my dear Susan some melancholy circum- 
stances relative to the examination we are making of her 
papers, let me not forget to mention that she is taken 
by surprise with respect to those, but employs me by 
design to search for all she thinks I can receive enter- 
tainment fronii and I have met with a thousand both 
.amusing and instructive things in the course of the 
general survey, 

The Queen sent a message the other day to tell 
Mrs. Delany, that as her own house would still require 
a week or two, she had ordered apartments to be pre- 
pared for her in the Castle. 

If she does but recover her strength, honours and 
favours such as these, to her grateful and most loyal 
heart, will prove, I am sure, very pleasant- 
She preserves, indeed, in the midst of affliction, a , 
disposition to happiness, that makes her ihaokfully ac- 
cept whatever is put in her way, to lead her back to it. 
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She repulses no attempt eveo at gaiety, and delights 
nothing so much as in seeing her sweet niece in high 
spirits. I talk to her often of Norbury, and she alwayi 
hciirs me with pleasure. 



Miss F. Barney in Mrs. Locke. 

St. James's Place, August 29, I78j.' 

How is my beloved Fredy? and can she forgive ht 
most defective, most deficient, but most grateful corre-! 
spondent ? — for grateful, indeed, more than ever, I have 
felt, wheo your dear letters have come to hand ; — and, I 
confess the truth, most blank and disappointed looke 
the breakfast-table this morning, when not a word froi 
sweet Norbury gave a zest to its fare. Don't think tn 
too confident, my Fredy ; 'lis your indulgence ba 
spoiled me, if spoiled I am; and certain it is I build 
whether I will or not, upon hearing from you ver 
often, however little I call for your letters by my owi 
And yet, when they come, a strong sense how ill I havi 
earned them, makes me fancy I scarcely expected them. 
But the moment they cease their kind frequency, I find, 
by my chagrin, that my wishes had in fact been my 
law. 

My dear Mrs. Delany has gone on mending gra- 
dually ever since I wrote last. She is employing mej! 
when able, to look over her papers : 'tis to me a sacri 
task, for she cannot read what she is trusting me withi 
Sometimes, with a magnifying glass, she examines, first* 
if what she is giving me is some manuscript of secrecy, 
with respect to the aifairs or character of her friends 
and as a word suffices to inform her, she destroys, un- 
read, whatever is of that sort. But this, though a busi- 
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ness she wishes to have done, produces letters and 
memorandums too afFecting for her spirits. Yet she 
never, but by persuasion, leaves off; she seems bent 
upon subduing all emotions but those that might give 
pain to otiiers by their suppression. I frequently court 
her to sadness, for her exertions make me tremble more 
than her tears; yet those, when they do fall, I can 
hardly, indeed, with all her example before my eyes, 
bear to look at. 

Just now we have both of us been quite overset. In 
examining some papers in a pocket-book, she opened one 
■with two leaves dried in it ; she held them a little while 
in silence, but very calmly, in her hand, yet as some- 
thing I saw she highly prized: she then bade me read 
what was written on the envelope ; — it was, I thick, 
these words — "Two leaves picked at Balsover, by the 
Duchess of Portland and myself, in September, 1756, 
Ihe 20th year of our most intimate and dear friendship." 
I could hardly read to her the last words, and, upon 
hearing them, for a little while she sunk. But I has- 
tened, the moment I could, to other less interesting 
papers, and she forced her attention to them with a 
strength of resolution that makes me honour as much as 
I love her. 

To me alone, she kindly says, she gives way to any 
indulgence of sorrow; she fears being misunderstood 
and thought repining by most others; and, indeed, tlie 
rest of her friends spending with her but a short time, 
she thinks it her duty to study their comfort, by appearing 
composed to them. Mine, she justly and sweetly sees, 
■can only be studied by what is most reUef to herself. 
The nobleness of her mind can never have had such op- 
portunity of displaying itself as during this last month ; 
and in the numberless instances in which it now ap- 
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pears, she seems already raised to that height I am stUl 
Beifishly trying to keep her from yet reaching. 

All our movements are at present UDcertaio; her] 
Windsor house is still unfinished, but I suppose it yr'iS^ 
be fit for her reception by the beginning of next wet 
and I have the happiest reasons for hoping she will t\i4 
be fit for it herself. Her maid has been to see what foj 
wardness it is in, and this was her report: — She i 
ordered to wait upon Miss Goldsworthy, by the King' 
direction, who heard of her being sent to inspect lll( 
house ; and there she received commands, in the namel 
of both King and Queen, to see that Mrs. Delany J 
brought with her nothing but herself and clothes, as they 1 
insisted upon fitting up her habitation with everything j 
themselves, including not only plate, china, glass, and 
linen, but even all sort of stores — wine, sweetmeats, 
pickles, &c., £cc. Their earnestness to save her every 
care, and give her every gratification in their power, is 
truly benevolent and amiable. They seem to know and 
feel her worth as if they had never worn crowns, or, ] 
wearing, annexed no value to them. 

I have just written to Mrs. Walsingham, to apologize j 
for my long forbearance of tliat satisfaction, and to talk | 
of Thames Ditton. I was informed, the other day, by ' 
Mr. Walpole, that she is going, or gone, to see the lakes ' 
in the Xorth, with Mrs. Garrick and Miss More, — Mrs. 
Delany had sent for Mr. Walpole, to return him a pic-j 
ture of her uncle Lansdowne, which he had lent her m 
get copied ; and I never knew him so entertaining, fo< 
he exerted himself to the utmost to amuse my deal 
friend, who accepted his attempts with a grace anil 
sweetness that encouraged them, and gave double poigi 
nancy to all his anecdotes. 

I will not say, forgive me that I talk of her so much t 



■who can I talk, of so fitted to my dear Freddy's ear ? 
only wish I had time to acquaint you with everytliing 
that belongs to her, and everything that passes. 

F. B. 

Miss F. Burney (o Dr. Burnei/. 

Norbury Park, Sept. 24tli, 1765. 

I BOPE, dearest sir, you are quite well, but I long a 
little to know how you all go on. 

Mr. Locke fetched me himself from Twickenhaai on 
"Wednesday. I had the pleasure of passing one day 
while there with Mr. Hastings, who. came to dine with 
Mr. Cambridge. I was extremely pleased, indeed, with 
the extraordinary plainness and simplicity of his man- 
ners, and the obliging openness and intelligence of his 
communication. He talked of India, when the subject 
was led to, with the most unreserved readiness, yet was 
never the hero of his own tale, but simply the naiTator of 
Buch anecdotes or descriptions as were called for, or as 
fell in naturally with other topics. 

Mr. Wra, Locke goes on with painting, in a manner 
equally rapid in success with his drawing. He has just 
finished a female head, from an idea rather than a repre- 
sentation of his sister Amelia, which is, I think, nearly 
the most beautiful portrait I ever saw. He is now about 
a drawing, from a Venetian story, of a son, who has been 
unjustly condemned to banishment and imprisonment by 
the senate, in the action of taking his last leave of his 
unhappy father and mother. I have not yet seen what 
he has done in it, but am told his &rst sketch is won- 
derfully striking. 

I long to know what you think of our dear Dr. John- 
son's meditations, and if you do not, in the midst qC 
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what you will wish unpublished, see stronger than ev 
the purity of his principles and character, and ouly 
inent that effusions should be given to the world thai 

too artless to be suited to it. 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs. GasL 

Notbur)- Park. Nov. 14tb, 1785. 

Can you, dear madain, after a silence so long, bear 
receive a letter from me, that has no other motive (t 
being written than a wish to inquire after your healt 
and an anxiety to solicit your pardon for not soon 
thanking you for the kind letter with which you la 
favoured me ? 

1 am happy to find we thought so exactly alike wil 
respect to my most beloved friend, your honoured an 
truly incomparable brother. As to his " Virginia,"* I brf 
lieve, indeed, it was his wish and intention that every 
thing belonging to it should rest in silence and quiet, ti 
they finally sunk into oblivion. With me nothing 
that ever belonged to him ; but I shall keep all the pa] 
with which you have so kindly entrusted me, wholly 
myself. 

1 have great pleasure in telling you, dear madam, tha 
our good Kitty Cooke is evidently restored to some shar 
of her natural, though long lost cheerfulness. Herspirii 
however, have received a shock which they can nev 
wholly recover ; nor can I wonder, when I consider hov 
everyway irreparable is the loss she has sustained 
when I feel that, with the innumerable blessings witi 

• A tragedy, by Mr. Ctisp, which had been produced at Drury- 
laiie^theatre by Garrick, with moderate success. It was 
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which I am myself encompassed, scarce a day passes in 
which I do not lament him, and not an incident happens 
to me that I do not long to communicate to him. My 
confidence in him was one of the greatest sources of ray 
happiness; his wisdom and his kindness made my un- 
bounded trust at once my pleasure and my profit. He 
thought no occasion too trifling to be consulted upon; 
• and I thought none too important to be governed in 
wholly by his advice. I hardly ever could tell whether 
I most loved or admired him, for my reverence for his 
abilities always kept pace with my affection for his vir- 
tues. Unconscious of his own superiority, he used fre- 
quently to apprehend that when I went more into the 
world, my regard for him would weaken. But, even if 
my nature had been of so ungrateful a texture, (which I 
must hope is not the case) he would still have had no- 
thing to fear; for where could 1 go to meet friendship 
•more sincere ? and whom could I see to inspire a more 
deserved return? 

You will forgive nae, I hope — I know, indeed, you will 
forgive me — for entering so largelyupon this subject ; for 
though you have looked too far and too clearly to suffer 
your affliction to overpower you, I am sure your best be- 
loved on earth will ever be uppermost in your thoughts, 
and the grateful justice done hia honoured memory by 
her whom you so truly call his favourite adopted child, 
cannot be offensive to you. 

Captain Frodshana and his amiable lady ana their 
family are, I hope, better than when you were so good as 
to write last, I beg my best compliments when you see 
them. 

I am now at the bouse of a friend, Mr. Locke, who lives 
only six miles from Chesington, and whose many similar 
e.Kcellences, both of head and heart, make ovi bftafia\A'i 

M.2 
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re|;ret that he knew not what a treasure was tn his oei^ 
bourhood. Mr. Cnsp could not, with all his ] 
rering love of retirement, have rejected the acquaintuic 
of a man bo nobly worthy his attention and regard, so 
whose own good and great qualities would have tau^b 
him the value of our beloved hermit's. His lady, too, f 
fair partner of his worth as well as affection, being no fi 
lady, but, on the contrary, the pattern of all that ia ami 
able and lovely in woman, would have conquered un&< 
voidably my dear daddy's secluding Gpirit. But it wodIi 
have made rae, perhaps, too happy here, to have I: 
allowed the friendship I now experience from this admt 
able family, while my first and best friend, out afoi 
own house, was still spared me. 

I remain, dear madam, your obliged and 

affectionately obedient servftnt, 

F. BoBBB* 

Journal resumed. 
Addressed to her Father and Sister, 
WiNnaoK, November, 1785. — As you don't i^uii 
hulc one another, you will not, I hope, hate meg 
coupling you in my journal. It will be impossible fo 
tne to write separate accounts of any length or satts 
faction, so 1 crave your joint permissions to addrex 
you together. And now, ithis settled,* I have only t 
beg of Fortune some events worth recording, and onli 
to remind my dear father it is my misfortune, no 
fault, if they will not happen; his misfortune, too, i 
grant, should he have but common nothings to read« 
As to Susanna, I heed her not, fur she has been in thai 
practice all her fife, when we have been separaledi 
"SVf)!, ihen,— 
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Satukdav, Nov. 25th. — I got to Hounslow almost 
at the same moment with Mrs. Astley, my dear Mrs. De- 
lany'a maid, who was sent to meet me. As soon as she 
Lad satisfied my inquiries concerning her lady, she was 
eager to inform me that the Queen had drunk tea with 
Mrs. D. the day before, and had asked when I should 
come, and heard the time ; and that Mrs. Delany believed 
she would be with her again that evening, and desire to 
see me. 

This was rather fidgetting intelligence. I rather, in 
my own' mind, thought the Queen would prefer giving 
me the first evening alone with my dear old friend. 

I found that sweet lady not so well as I had hoped, 
and strongly affected by affiicting recollections at sight 
of me. With all her gentleness and resignation, bursts 
of sorrow break from her stili, whenever wo are alone 
together; and with all her gratitude and all her real 
fondness for the Queen, her suffering heart moans inter- 
nally its irreparable loss ; for the Duchess of Portland 
was a bosom friend — a very Susan to her. 

The Queen herself is most sensible of this, and while 
she tries, by all the means in her power, to supply the 
place of thj lamented Duchess of Portland, she is the 
first to observe and to forgive the impossibility of a full 
success; indeed, the circumstances 1 am continually 
iearJng of her sweetness and benevolence make me more 
&an ever rejoice she has taken my dear Mrs. Delany 
vnder her immediate protection. 

Miss P , who is a truly lovely girl, received me 

■with her usual warmth of joy, and was most impatient 
to whisper me that " all the Princesses intended to come 
id see me." She is just at the age to doat upon au 
ado, and nothing so much delights her as the thought 
of my presentations. 
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My dear Mrs, Delany, meanwhile, fearful of occasion- 
ing the smallest embarrassment, gave me no hint of any 
design to notice me, but only told me things of the 
Queen, that could not but make it my own wish to see 
her in her private conduct, life, and demeanour. 

I did well, it seems, to be the champion of Madatd 

de Genlis ; for Miss P tells me Madame de G. spolo 

of me to the Queen in terms the most extraordinary, am 
which the Queen has repeated to Mrs. Delany, ani 
which, when we meet, perhaps I may tell,— but on papa 
this hint, methinks, is pretty well. i 

Mrs. Delany acquainted me that the Queen, in thd 
first interview, upon her coming to this house, eaid i 
her, " Why did not you bring your friend Miss Burns 
■with you V 

My dear Mrs. Delany was very much gratified h 
such an attention to whatever could be thought interest 
ing to her, but, with her usual propriety, answered that 
in coming to a house of her Majesty's, she could no 
presume to ask anybody without immediate and exprei 
permission. " The King, however," she added, "mad 
the very same inquiry when I saw him next." 

Sunday, Nov. 26th. — So now the royaf encounten 
for a while at least, are out of all question. Ncbod 
came last night, though Mrs. Delany 1 saw, and Mia 

P I heard, in continual expectation ; but this morn 

ing, Mr. Battiscombe, apothecary to the household! 
called, and said that an express arrived from Germair 
yesterday afternoon, with an account of the death of ti* 
Queen's youngest brother. 

The Queen, whose domestic virtues rise upon me ever 
hour, is strongly attached to all her family, and in mud 
affliction at this news ; for though this brother was quit 
a boy when she left Germany, he has twice been to visi 
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bcr in England. None of the Royal Family will appear 
till the mourning takes place ; the Queen, perhaps, may 
shut herself up still longer. 

' Afterwards came Lady Louisa Clayton, who had dined 
at the Queen's Lodge, where she often attends in the 
place of her sister, Lady Charlotte Finch, whose ill 
health makes her frequently require assistance in her 
office of governess. The Queen, she said, had been ex- 
pecting this ill news some time, though she heard it with 
great grief. 

Lady Louisa is very earnest to oblige Mrs. Delany, 
and most civilly offered her an apartment for me in her 
house, if the single epare bed in this should be at all 
wanted by any of her nephews ; desiring that no circum- 
stance of that sort might hasten my leaving Windsor a 
moment sooner than 1 was obliged to go. 

Some time after, while I was writing to ray dear father 
about my mourning, Miss P jumped into my room. 

" Oh, Miss Burney ! you must come this moment! 
Here's a gentleman here wants to see you, and he saya 
he has danced with you." 

I could not conceive who this might be, but she would 
not let me rest till I went into the dining-room, and 
there who should I find but Dr. Lind, who might, per- 
haps, have been my partner at Mr. Bremner's Twelfth 
Kight ball. He asked very much after my father, and 
invited me to see his curiosities ; which invitation I shall 

be glad to accept, as will Miss P . He is married and 

settled here, and follows, as much as he can get practice, 
his profession ; but his taste for tricks, conundrums, and 
queer things, makes people fearful of his trying experi- 
ments upon their constitutions, and think him a better 
conjurer than physician ; though I don't know why the 
same man should not be both. 



At night, quite incog., quite alone, and quite privatelj 
the King came, and was shut up with Mi-s. Delany ft 
an hour. It Is out of rule for any of the family to b 
seen till in mourning, but he knew she was anxious fi 
an account of the Queen. I had a very narrow escape a 
being surprised by him, which would have vexed n 
be ouly meant to see Mrs. Delauy by herself, thou^ 
ahe says he told her he was very glad to hear I ti 
come. 

Tuesday, Nov. 29th. — My dear Mrs. Delany * 
ill yesterday, and to-day she has been much worse. Tl* 
Queen sent to ask her to the Lodge, but she was obligi 
to be blooded, and seemed so full of inflammation, tiha 
I was extremely alarmed for her. The Queen sent Miai 
Flanta to see her at night; she says the Queen is ii 
much grief for her brother. 

Wednesday, Nov, 30th. — This morning I had thi 
happiness of seeing my dear Mrs. Delany much coole 
and more easy, but a little incident happened that a gooi 
deal affected her. It shews the tenderness of the Queei 
for her in go strong and amiable a manner, that I mosi 
tell it my dear father and Susan, who, I am sure, lika 
me, will grow more and more loyal in bearing it. 

When the Duchess of Portland died, the Duke, befon 
Mrs. Delany took her last leave of Bulstrode, begged 
her to choose and to t^e whatever she pleased that h 
belonged to his mother. Mrs. Delany refused everything 
that was proposed to her of any value, but said she would 
name one thing herself, which was all she could accept t 
this was a favourite bird of ber friend's, — a weaver, an 
African bird, — which the Duchess had been very fond 
of, and always kept in her room. She brought it to tovit 
with her, and thence to Windsor, and it has grown so 
dear to her, that she could scarce ever look at it witb 
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dry eye^. Imagine, then, if I was concerned, when this 
morning, upon coming into the room where we breakfast, 
not seeing the bird perching, I took down the cage, and 
perceived it at the bottom, lying dead. 

Mrs, Delany was still in her own room, weak and 
unwell, though better. It was a particularly unlucky 
time to tell her of this loss, which we knew she would 
regard as the conclusion of all that had remained to her 

of Bulstrode. While Miss P and I were considering 

what we could do. Miss Planta came in, to inquire, from 
the Queen, how Mrs. Delany had passed the night. 
The bird was in my hand, and I told her the circum- 
stances belonging to it. She was sorry, went to speak 
with Mrs. Delany in her bed-room, and returned to the 
Queen. In less than a quavter of an hour she came 
back again, bringing with her a bird in a very fine cage. 
It was the weaver bird, she said, and sent by the Queen, 
to know if we thought it could not be put in the same 
cage that had belonged to the Duchess, and prevent 
Mrs, Delany from hearing that hers was dead. 

This tender desire to spare her any pain, though with- 
out the reward of having such kindness known to its 
object, touched me extremely, and the more, for being 
told the Queen herself had never possessed but two of 
those birds. I saw, however, the kind deception could" 
not succeed, for the resemblance was very imperfect, and 
much as my dear old friend has lost of the acuteness of 
her eye-sight, enough, thank Heaven! yet remains to 
have discerned the change. I told Miss Planta this, 
but at the same time added, that, if she could leave the 
bird, an attention so sweet and so delicate in the Queen 
would soften the tale we had to tell, and be her best 
solace for the loss. Miss Planta answered, she would 
certainly leave it ; for the Queen had desired that if we 



DIARY AXD LETTERS fPART IX 

thought it could not pass fur the same bird, it might be 
left ia its own cage, and given immediately from liersel£ 
This, accordingly, we did; she heard it more quietly 
than we expected, yet not without emotion; but whei 
we brought her the Queen's bird, the tears caroe iatO 
her eyes, and she looked at it with great tenderness, a 
exclaimed, " Don't you, too, die in my hands!" 

I have been making a very melancholy visit to Ma- 
dame de la Fite. Shesentherlittleson to invite me. She 
cried the whole lime 1 was with her, and told me sh» 
was quite overcome by my visiting Windsor, now she 
had lost her poor Eliza, who had always looked forward 
to shewing it me herself. I felt the strongest compa^ 
sion for her, and could not come away till she greir 
somewhat more composed, for she seemed relieved by 
indulging her grief. She said she would talk of Xorburj 
Park and of Madame de Genlis when we met next; 
but now she could only talk of her dear Elise. Siu 
compared herself with poor Mrs. Hill, wiio had lost her 
Billy, and could speak of nothing without recurring' ttf 
him. She had just been reading "Cecilia," she tol4 
me, to the Princess Elizabeth ; but when she came t 
that part, she could not go on for her tears. Dreadful 
indeed, and most irreparable is her loss I 

I afterwards made a short call upon my old friend, 
Madame de Luc. You may remember Miss Cooper, my 
dear father, at Streatham. I had the pleasure to see hec 
very comfortably settled ia a pretty and neat house, 
with a view of the Castle. She carried me up stairs into 
Mr. de Luc's study, which is full of instruments, tools, 
and learned litter. His daughter lives with them, and i 
a good-humoured, sensible, prating girl; she talket 
excessively, and seemed mighty happy to be so em 
ployed. 
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I then went aod aired in the Old Park, with dear 
Mrs. Delany, up and down the 6ne old avenue, which, 
with the Castle in view, has so grand a formality, that 
to alter, and even improve it, would make me think of 
Mason's expression in the English Garden, " that taste 
here were sacrilege." 

Dr. Lind has called regularly every day, to invite ua 
to see his Indian curiosities, and to offer being my esquire 
in going ahout Windsor; but Mrs, Delany is so far from 
well, that I could have no pleasure in leaving her. He 
is excessively curious about my seeing the King and 
Queen, and earneet to know what will pass: he is one 
of their most loyal admirers, and very eager that 1 should 
be another ; and he said to Mrs. Delany, when I was out 
of the room, " I hope, ma'am, you will apprise Miss 
Burney of the King's quick manner of speaking, for fear 
it should disconcert her '?' Mrs. Delany is much diverted 
with his solicitude and good humour. 

Thursday, Dec. 1st. — To-day the Queen sent Miss 
Pianta to tell Mrs. Delany that if she wouM not yet 
venture to the Lodge, she would come to her in the 
evening. Mrs. Delany accepted the gracious offer, and, 
at tea-time, she came, as well as the King, and spent two 
hours here. 

Mrs. Delany told me afterwards, that the Queen was 
yerf low-spirited, and seemed to wish for nothing but the 
Bolace of silting perfectly quiet. She is a sweet woman, 
and has all the domestic affections warm and strong in 
her heart. 

Nevertheless they talked of me, she says, a good 
deal; aud the king asked many questions about mc. 
There is a new play, he told Mrs. Delany, coming out ; 
"and it is said to be Miss Burney's!" Mrs. Delany 
immediately answered that she knew the report must be 



untrue. " But I hope she is not idle?" cried the king 
" t hope she is writing somelbing?" 

What an opportunity, my dear father, for the speed 
Mr. Cambridge told you he longed to m&ke — tfaa 
*• Miss B. had no time to write, for she was always work 
ing at her clothes '." 

What Mrs. Delany said, I know not; but he after 
wards inquired what she thought of my writing a play ? 

"What," said he, "do you wish about it, Mfb 
Delany ?" 

Mrs. Delany hesitated, and the Queen then said, 

" ! wish what I know Mrs. Delany does — that sha 
may not; for though her reputation is so high, her choi 
racter, by all I hear, is too delicate to suit with writinf 
for the stage." 

Sweet Queen 1 I could have kissed the hem of he 
garment for that speech, and I could not resist whdngit 

Mrs. Delany then said, 

" Why my opinion is what I believe to be Misb 
Bumey's own; that it is too public and hazardous a 
style of writing for her quiet and fearful turn of mind/' 

I have really the grace to be a little ashamed o. 
scribbling this, but 1 know I can scribble nothing 
dear father will be more curious to hear. 

Upon Mrs. Delany's coming to Windsor, the Queen 
had Cecilia read to her again ; and by M. de Luc, #ha 
can hardly speak four words of English! but she told 
Mrs. Delany she had no good English reader. 

Saturday, Dec. 3rd. — To-night, the. King and) 
Queen again spent two hours with Mrs. Delany. They 
were both of them in the greatest alarm for the Prin 
Elizabeth, who has a complaint on the chest, and wboso 
sufferings afflict them very deeply. They go to her two ot 
three times a day, but are forbid speaking to her. How 
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happy for sweet Mrs. Delaoy that, after the obligations 
innumerable showered down upon her by the King and 
Queen, she now sees herself the resource to which they 
fly for comfort and relief in their own distreases ! The 
Queen sees nobody else. 

In the midst of all, the Queen took the good-hu- 
moured pleasure of telling Mrs. Delany the kind thinga 
said of her guest, by Madame de la Fite : — " You two," 
she said, " speak of her just alike." 

Madame de la Flte sent me a note, to say she heard the 
Queen was to pass the evening with Mrs. Delanyj and 
to ask me to pass it with her. I was very busy, how* 
ever, at work, and excused myself tilt to-morrow, when 
Mrs. Delany, if well enough, will go to the Lodge; and 
she is very much better. 

Miss P and I went to Dr. Lind's, and saw his 

fat, handsome wife, who is as tall as himself, and 
about six times as big. We had not time to stay and 
look at his collection, but he shewed me one very curious 
representation of the " Elephanta," in the East Indies, 
which has been admirably executed, from a drawing of 
hJs own, taken on the spot, by Paul Sandby. He told 
me that when he went to see it, with a large party of 
Engbsh, they carried masons, carpenters, and workmen 
with them, no less in number than sixty — in shorf, 
I suppose all who could dig, saw, or carry — from the ship 
he belonged to, for he was surgeon to an East Indiaman. 
But after all their toiling, in this wonderful excavation, 
they found the rock so impenetrable, and the pillars and 
idols so stupendous, that|they could only bring away an 
odd bead or two, and a few limbs. I assured him he 
now fully explained to me why, in " Gulliver's Travels," 
Swift has ranked jn one class, assassms, murderers, 
robbers, and virtuosi. 
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This morning we had better new3 of the Princess 
and Mrs, Delany went again to the Lodge in ( 
evening, to the Queen. When Mrs. Delany returned 
she confirmed the good accounts of the Princess Elizw 
beth's amendment. She had told the Queen I wa 
going to-morrow to Thames Ditton, for a week ; and wa) 
asked many questions about my coming back, which th< 
Queen said she was sure I should be glad to do fro 
Mra.W to Mrs. Delany. O most penetrating Queen 

She gratified Mrs. Delany, by many kind speeches, o 
being sorry I was going, and glad I was returning, 
so forth. Mrs. Delany then told her I had been reading 
" The Clandestine Marriage" to her, which the Queei 
had recommended, and she thanked her Majesty fortl 
very great pleasure she had received from it. 

" O then," cried the Queen, " if Misa Burney read 
to you, what a pleasure you must have to make herrea 
her own works!" 

Mrs. Delany laughed, and exclaimed, 

" nia'am ! read her own works ! — your Majesty ha 
no notion of Miss Burney! I believe she would as s 
die !" 

This, of course, led to a great deal of discussion, in lb 
midst of which the Queen said, 

" Do you know Dr. Burney, Mrs. Delany ?" 

" Yes, ma'am, extremely well," answered 
Delany. 

" I think him," said the Queen, "a very agreeaU 
and entertaining- man." 

There, my dear father! said I not well just now, < 
most penetrating Queen? 

So here ends my Windsor journal, part the t 
To-raorrow morning I go for my week to ThaitU 
Ditton. 
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Windsor, Wednesday, Dec, 14tii, 1785.^ 
Yesterday I returned to my dear Mrs. Delany, from 
Thames Ditton, and had the great concern of finding her 
very unwell. Mr. Barnard Dewes, one of her nephews, 
and his little girl, a sweet child of seven years old, were 
with her, and, of course. Miss P— . She had been 
hurried, though only with pleasure, and her emotion, 
first in receiving, and next in entertaining them, had 
brought on a little fever. Her health, now, is fearfully 
precarious, and her days, to me, are most tremblingly 
precious. Everything shatters her dear feeble frame; 
she can bear neither joy nor sorrow; and how few are 
those placid days that are touched by neither! Her 
mind, however, has still its original strength, and all her 
faculties are in their fullest vigour ; 'tis only the " tene- 
ment of clay" that has suffered by time. 

She revived in the afternoon, and I had the pleasure 
of reading to her a play of Shakespeare's, that she had 
not heard for forty years, and which I had never read 
since I was a child, — "The Comedy of Errors;" — and 
we found in it all the entertainment belonging to an ex- 
cellent farce, and all the objections belonging to an 
indifferent play; but the spirit with which she enters 
into every part of everything she hears, gives a sort of 
theatric effect to whatever is read to her; and my spirits 
rise in her presence, with the joy of exciting hers. 

But I am now obliged, by what follows, to confess a 
little discussion I have had with my dear Mrs. Delany, 
almost all the time I spent with her at first, and now 
again upon my return, relative to the royal interview, so 
long in expectation. 

Immediately upon my arrival, she had imagined, by 
what had preceded it, that a visit would instantly 
ensue here, and I should have a summons to appear; 
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but the death of the Queen's brother, which was koona 
the very night I came, confined her Majesty and dl 
the family for some days to the Lodge; and the daq 
gerous illness of the Princess Elizabeth next look placa 
in occupying all their thoughts, greatly to their credifl 
My dear old friend, however, earnest 1 should have afl 
honour which her grateful reverence for their Majestitifl 
makes her regard very highly, had often wished me m 
Btay in the room when they came to see her, asBuriag 
me that though they were so circumstanced as not tfl 
send for a stranger, she knew they would be muc9 
pleased to meet with me. This, however, was mora 
than I could assent to, without infinite pain, and thai 
she was too kind to make a point of my enduring. I 

Yesterday, upon my return, she began again the sama 
reasoning ; the Princess Elizabeth had relapsed, and sbM 
knew, during her being worse, there was no chance ths 
Queen would take any active step towards a meetingfl 
" But she inquires," continued Mrs. Delany, *' so muctfl 
about you, and is so earnest that you should be mth ma 
that I am sure she wants to see and converse with yool 
You will see her, too, with more ease to yourself bn 
being already in the room, than from being summonen 
I would not for the world put this request to you, if 3 
were not sure she wishes it." I 

There was no withstanding the word " request" frotlfl 
Mrs. Delany, and little as I liked the business, I cotild aam 
but comply. What next was to be done, was to beaB 
directions for the rencounter. ^ 

Now though you, my dear father, have had aifl 
audience, and you, my dear Susan, are likely enougln 
to avoid one, yet I think the etiquettes on these occasions^ 
will be equally new to you both; for one never inf^uiren 
into them, and the other has never thought of fhem'Jl 
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Here, at Windsor, where more than half the people we 
see are belonging to the Court, and where all ilie rest 
are trying to be in the same predicament, the intelligence 
I have obtained must be looked upon as accurate; andl 
shall therefore give it, in full confidence you will both 
regard it as a -valuable addition to your present stock, of 
Court knowledge, and read it with that decent awe the 
dignity of the topic requires ! 

Directions for a private encounter with the 
Royal Familif. 

But no, they will take me so long, that I had belter 
put them on a separate sheet, and go on with my 
journal while all is fresh in my memory. I am sorry to 
have wasted so solemn a preamble, but hope you will 
have the generosity to remember it when I produce my 
directions, as I cannot possibly undertake writing 
another. 

To come, then, now, to those particular instructions I 
received myself, and which must not be regarded as 
having anything to do with general rules. 

" I do beg of you," said dear Jlrs. Delany, " when the 
Queen or the King speak to you, not to answer with 
mere monosyllables. The Queen often complains to me 
of the difficulty with which she can get any conversation, 
as she not only always has to start the subjecls, but, 

I commonly, entirely to support them : and she says there 
is nothing she so much loves as conversation, and nothing 
she finds so hard to get. She is always best pleased to 
have the answers that are made her lead on to further 

' discourse. Now, as I know she wishes to be acquainted 
with you, and converse with you, I do really entreat you 

1 not 10 draw back from her, nor to stop conversation with 
only answering Yes, or No." 
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Tbis was a most tremendous injunction; however, 
could not but promise her I would do the best I could. 

To this, nevertheless, she readily agreed, that if upoi 
entering the room, they should take no notice of me, 
might quietly retire. And that, believe me, will not I 
very slowly ! They cannot find me in this house witl 
out knowing who I am, and therefore they can be at ni 
loss whether to speak to me or not, from incertitude. 

In the midst of all tbis, the Queen came 1 

I heard the thunder at the door, and, panic struck 
away flew all my resolutions and agreements, and aval 
after them flew 1 1 

Don't be angry, my dear father — I would have stayei 
iflcould, and I meant to stay; but, when the moment 
came, neither my preparations nor intentions availed, 
I arrived at my own room, ere I well knew I had leftthi 
drawing-room, and quite breathless between the race 
ran with Miss Port and the joy of escaping, 

Jlrs. Delany, though a httle vexed at the time, wa 
not afterwards, when she found the Queen very mud 
dispirited, by a relapse of the poor Princess Elizabetlr, 
She inquired if I was returned, and hoped I now cani< 
to make a longer stay. 

Friday, Dec. 16tii. — Yesterday morning we had 
much better account of the Princess Elizabeth ; ai 
Mrs. Delany said to me, 

" Now you will escape no longer, for if their uneasi- 
ness ceases, I am sure they will send for you, when thei 
corae next." 

To be sent for, I confessed to her, would really be mon 
formidable than to be surprised ; hut to pretend to bi 
surprised would answer no purpose in making the meet 
ing easy to me, and therefore I preferred letting ths 
matter take its chance. 
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After dinner, while Mrs. Delany was left alone, aa 
usual, to take a little rest, — for sleep it but seldom 
proves, — Mr. B. Dewes, his little daughter. Miss Port, 
and myself, went into the drawing-room. And here, 
while, to pass the time, I was amusing the little girl with 
teaching her some Christmas games, in which hev father 
and cousin joined, Mrs. Delany carae in. We were all 
in the middle of the room, and in some confusion ; — but 
she had but just come up to us to inquire what was 
going forwards, and I was disentangling myself from 
Miss Dewes, to be ready to fly off if any one knocked 
at the street-door, when the door of the drawing-room 
was again opened, and a large man, in deep mourning, 
appeared at it, entering and shutting it himself without 
speaking. 

A ghost could not more have scared me, when I dis- 
covered, by its glitter on the black, a star ! The general 
disorder had prevented his being seen, except by myself, 

who was always on the watch, till Miss P , turning 

round, exclaimed, " The King I — Aunt, the King !" 

mercy \ thought 1, that I were but out of the room I 
which way shall I escape ? and how pass him unnoticed? 
There is but the single door at which he entered, in the 
room I Every one scampered out of the way: Miss 
P— — , to stand next the door ; Mr. Bernard Dewes to 
fi, corner opposite it; his little girl clung to me"; and Mrs. 
Delany advanced to meet his Majesty, who, after quietly 

I looking on till she saw hira, approached, and inquired 

how she did. 
I He then spoke to Mr. Bernard, whom he had already 
j met two or three times here. 

1 had now retreated to the wall, and purposed gliding 
softly, though speedily, out of the room ; but before I had 

I taken a single step, the King, in a loud vih.U>^^ \.<a \&s%. 
L BB^ 
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Delany, said, "Is that Miss Burney?" — and on hi 
auBwering, "Yes, sir," he bowed, and with a count 
nance of the most perfect good humour, came close u 
to me. 

A most profound reverence on my part arrested tt 
progress of my intended retreat. 

" How long have you been come back, Miss Burney V 
"Two days, sir." 
Uoluckily he did not hear me, and repeated his que^ 
tion ; and whether the second time he heard me or 
I don't knov, but he made a httle civil inclination of 
his bead, and went back to Mrs. Delany. 

He insisted she should sit down, though be stood hi 
Belf, and began to give her an account of the Priuci 
Ehzabeth, who once again was recovering, and trying 
nt present, James's Powders. She had been blooded, 
he said, twelve times in this last fortnight, and had 
lost seventy-five ounces of blood, besides underling 
blistering and other discipline. He spoke of her illnes 
with the strongest emotion, and seemed cjuite filled witi 
concern for her danijer and sufferings- 
Mrs. Delany next inquired for the younger children, 
They had all, he said, the whooping-cough, and wen 
soon to be removed to Kew, 

" Not," added he, " for any other reason than change 
of air for themselves ; though I am pretty certain I havi 
never had the distemper myself, and the Queen thinks 
she has not had it either: — we shall take our chance. 
When the two eldest had it, I sent them away, and 
would not see them till it was over; but now there 
are so many of them that there would be no end to se- 
parations, so I tet it take its coursef" 

Mrs. Delany expressed a good deal of concern at his 
running this risk, but he laughed at it, and said, he was 
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much more afraid of catching the rheumatism, wjiich has 
been threatening one of his shoulders lately. However, 
he added, he should hunt the next morning, in defiance 
of it. 

A good deal of talk then followed about bis own 

' health, and the extreme temperance by which he pre- 

I served it The fault of hia constitution, he said, was a 

' tendency to excessive fat, which he kept, however, in 

order, by the most vigorous exercise, and the strictest 

attention to a simple diet. 

When Mrs. Delany was beginning to praise his for- 
bearance, he stopped her. 

"No, no," he cried, "'tis no virtue; I only prefer 
eating plain and little, to growing diseased and inSrm." 

During this discourse, I stood quietly in the place 
where he had first spoken to me. His quitting me so 
soon, and conversing freely and easily with Mrs. Delany, 
proved 'so delightful a relief to me, that I no longer 
wished myself away; and the moment my first panic 
from the surprise was over, I diverted myself with a 
thousand ridiculous notions, of my own situation. 

The Christmas games we had been shewing Miss 
Dewes, it seemed as if we were still performing, as none 
of us thought it proper to move, though our manner of 
standing reminded one of Puss in tiie corner. Close to the 

door was posted Miss P ; opposite her, close to the 

wainscot, stood Mr. Dewes; at just an equal distance 
from him, close to a window, stood myself; Mrs. Delany, 

though seated, was at the opposite side to Miss P ; 

and his Majeaiy kept pretty much in the middle of the 
room. The little girl, who kept close to me, did not 
break the order, and I could hardly help expecting to be 
beckoned, with a puss! puss! puss! to change places 
with one of my neighbours. 
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This idea, afterwards, gave way to another more pom 
ouB. It seemed to me we were acting a play. There i 
gomething eo little like common and real life, ia evei 
body's standing, while talking, in a room full of chaii 
and standing, too, so aloof from each other, that I almoa 
thought myself upon a stage, asBisting in the represenb 
tion of a tragedy, — in which the King played his o* 
part, of the king ; Mrs. Delany that of a venerable confi 
dante; Mr. Dewes, his respectful attendant; Miss P— 
Buppliant virgin, waiting encouragement to bring forwap 
some petition : Miss Dewes, a young orphan, intendei 
to move the royal compassion ; and myself, — a ver 
solemn, sober, and decent mute. 

" These fancies, however, only regaled me while I coq 
tinued a quiet spectator, and without expectation of beia 
called into play. But the King, I Jiave reason to thinll 
meant only to give me time to recover from my first en 
barrassment; and I feel myself infinitely obliged to In 
good breeding and consideration, which perfectly aq 
swered, for before he returned to me I was entire 
recruited. 

To go back to my narration, 

"When the discourse upon health and strength via 
over, the King went up to the table, and looked at a bod 
of prints, from Claude Lorraine, which had been broagh 
down for Miss Dewes"; but Mrs. Delany, by nuEtEJ^i 
told him they were forme. He turned over a leaf or two 
and then said — 

*' Pray, does Miss Bumey draw, too ?" 

The too was pronounced very civilly. 

" I believe not, sir,'' answered Mrs. Delany ; " at leas) 
she does not tell ?" 

" Oh!" cried he, laughing, "that's nothing! she i 
not apt to tell; she never does tell, you know ! — Her f» 
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ther told me that himself. He told me the whole history 
of her Evelina. And I shall never forget his face when 
Ji& spoke of his feelings at first taking up the book! — he 
looked quite frightened, just as if he was doing it that 
moment ! I never can forget his face while I live !" 

Then coming up close to me, he said — 

" But what t — what ? — how was it V 

" Sir" — cried I, not well understanding him. 

" How came you — how happened it — what? — what?" 

" I— I only wrote, sir, for my own amusementi — only 
in some odd, idle hours." 

"But your publishing — your printing, — how was 
that?" 

" That was only, sir, — only because — " 

I hesitated most abominably, not knowing how to tell 
him a long story, and growing terribly confused at these 
questions; — besides, — to say the truth, his own " what ! 
what J" so reminded me of those vile Probationary Odes, 
that, in the midst of all my Butter, I was really hardly 
able to keep my countenance. 

The What ! was then repeated, with so earnest a look, 
that, forced to say something, I stammeringly answered — 

" 1 thought — sir — it would look very well in print!" 

I do really flatter myself this is the silliest speech I ever 
made \ I am quite provoked with myself for it ; but a fear 
of laughing made me eager to utter anything, and by no 
means conscious, till I had spoken, of what I was saying. 

He laughed veiy heartily himself, — well he might — 
and walked away to enjoy it, crying out, 

" Very fairindeed ! that's beingveryfairand honest !" 

Then, returning to me again, he said, 

" But your father — how came you not to shew him 
what you wrote J" 

" I was too much ashamed of it, sir, seriously." 
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Literal truth that, I am sure. 

" And how did he find it out?" 

" I don't know myself, sir. He never would tell n 

Literal truth again, my dear father, as you can test 

" But how did you get it printed V 

" I sent it, sir, to a bookseller my father never employed 
and that I never had seen myself, Mr. Lowndes, in 
hope by that means he ne?er would hear of it," 

" But how could you manage that ?" 

" By means of a brother, sir." 

" ! — you confided in a brother, then ?" 

" Yes, sir — that is, for the publication," 

" What entertainment you must have had from 1 
ing people's conjectures, before you were knotyn ! 
you remember any of them ?" 

" Yea, sir, many." 

*' And what?" 

" I heard that Mr. Baretti laid a wager it was writ(eq| 
by a man ; for no woman, he said, could have kept hei 
own counsel." 

This diverted him extremely. 

" But how was it," he continued, " you thought mos 
likely for your father to discover you ?"' 

" Sometimes, air, I have supposed I must have d 
some of the manuscript; sometimes, that one of inji 
sisters betrayed me." 

" O ! your sister ? — what, not your brother ?" 

" Ko, sir; he could not, for — " 

I was going on, but he laughed so much 1 could oq( 
be beard, exclaiming, 

" Vastly well ! I sea you are of Mr. Baretti's niiat^ 
and think your brother coutd keep your secret, and nal 
your sister?" 
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" Well, but," cried he presently, " how was it first 
known to you, you were betrayed ?" 

" By a letter, sir, from another sister. I was very ill, 
and in the country ; and she wrote me word that my 
father had taken up a review, in which the book was men- 
tioned, and had put his finger upon its name, and said — 
' Contrive to get that book for me.' " 

" And when he got it," cried the King, " he told me he 
was afraid of looking at it ! and never can I forget his 
face when he mentioned his first opening it. But you 
have not kept your pen unemployed all this time ?" 

"Indeed I have, sir." 

« But why ?" 

" I — I believe I have exhausted myself, sir." 

He laughed aloud at this, and went and told it to Mrs, 
Delany, civilly treating a plain fact as a mere lion mot. 

Then, returning to me again, he said, more seriously, 
" But you have not determined against writing any 

" N — 0, air — " 

"You have made no vow — no real resolution of that 
sort ?" 

" No, sir." 

*' You only wait for inclination 1" 

How admirably Mr. Cambridge's speech might have 
come in here! 

"No, sir." 

A very civil little bow spoke him pleased with this 
answer, and he went again to the middle of the room, 
where he chiefly stood, and, addressing ua in general, 
talked upon the different motives of writing, concluding 
with, 

" I believe there is no constraint to be put upon real 
genius; nothing but inclination can set it to work. Miss 
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Burney, however, knows beet." And then, hastily 
turning to me, he cried, "What? whali" 

" No, air, I — I — believe not, certainly," qaoth I, vt 
awkwardly, for I seemed taking a violent complimi 
only ae luy due ; but I knew not bow to put him off a 
would another person. 

He tlien made some inquiries concerning the pictui 
with which the room is hung, and which are all Ml 
Delany's own [painting; and a little discourse foUowf 
upon some of the masters whose pictures she has copii 

This was all with her; for nobftdy ever answers b 
without being immediately addressed by him. 

He then came to me again, and said, 

'* Is your father about anything at present ?" 

" Yes, sir, he goes on, when he has time, with ] 
history." 

" Does he write quick ?" 

"Yes, sir, when he writes from himself; but in ] 
history, he has bo many books to consult, that 
he spends three days in finding authorities for a siuj 



" Very true ; that must be unavoidable-" 

He pursued these inquiries some time, and then W( 
again to his general station before the lire, and 
Delany inquired if he meant to hunt the next da; 
"Yes," he answered; and, a little pointedly, 
Delany said, 

" I would the hunted could but feel as much pleaei 
as the hunter," , 

The King understood her, and with some quickne 
called out, " Pray what did you hunt?" 

Then, looking round at us all, — 

" Did you know," he said, " that Mrs. Delany oat 
hunted herself? — and in a long gown, and a great hoop 
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It seems she had told bis Majesty an adventure of that 
sort which had befallen her in hev youth, from some 
accident in which her will had no share. 

While this was talking over, a violent thunder was 
made at the door. I was almost certain it was the 
Queen, Once more I would have given anything to 
escape; but in vain. I had been informed that nobody 
ever quitted the royal presence, after having been con- 
versed with, till motioned to withdraw. 

Miss P , according to established etiquette oa 

these occasions, opened the door which she stood next, 
by putting her hand behind her, and slid out, back- 
wards, into the hall, to light the Queen in. The door 
soon opened again, and her Majesty entered. 

Immediately seeing the King, she made him a low 
courtsey, and cried, — 

" Oh, your Majesty is here 1" 

"Yes," he cried, "I ran here, without speaking to 
anybody." ' 

The Queen had been at the lower Lodge, to see the 
Princess Elizabeth, as the King had before told us. 

She then hastened up to Mrs, Delany, with both her 
hands held out, saying, 

" My dear Mrs. Delany, how are you ?" 

" Instantly after, I felt her eye on my face, I be- 
lieve, too, she curtsied to me ; but though I saw the 
bend, I was too near-sighted to be sure it was Intended 
for me. I was hardly ever in a situation more embarrass- 
ing ; I dared not return what I was not certain I had 
received, yet considered myself as appearing' quite a 
monster, to stand stiff-necked, if really meant. 

Almost at the same moment, she spoke to Mr. 
Bernard Dewes, and then noddedjto my little clinging 
girl. 
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I was now really ready to sink, with horrid uncertainl 
of what I was doing, or what I should do, — wheo I 
Majesty, who I faacy £aw uiy distress, most i^ 
humouredly said to the Queen something, but I was fa 
much Hurried to remember what, except these wordsj-i 
" I have been telling Miss Burney — " 

Relieved from eo paiofui a dilemma, I immediate 
dropped a curtsey. She made one to me in tbe.s 
moment, and, with a very smiling countenance, came u 
to Die ; but she could not speak, for the King went q 
talking, eagerly, and very gaily, repeating to her e 
woi'd I had said during our conversation upon Kveliaa 
its publication, Stc. &c. 

Then he told her of Baretti's wager, saying, — " Bi^ 
she heard of a great many conjectures about the authol 
before it was known, and of Baretti, an admiraU 
thing! — he laid a bet it must be a man, as ao womaf 
he said, could have kept her own counsel !" 

The Queen, laughing a httle, exclaimed — 

" Oh, that is quite too bad an affront to us!— Doi 
you think so 1" addressing herself to me, with 
gentleness of voice and manner. 

I assented ; and the King continued his relation, whiol 
she listened to with a look of some interest ; but wh<| 
lie told her some particulars of my secrecy, she agi 
spoke to me. 

" But your sister was your confidant, was she not?' 

"Yes, ma'am." 

My sisters, I might have said, but I was always giat 
to have xl one. 

"Oh, yes!" cried the King, laughing; "but I a 
you she is of Baretti's opinion herself; for I asked 1 
if she thought it was her sister or her brother that i 
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trayed her to her father 7 — and she says her sister, she 
thinks." 

Poor Esther! — but I shall make her amends by what 
follows; for the Queen, again addressing rae, said — 

" But to betray to a father is no crime — don't you 
think so?" 

I agreed ; and plainly saw she thought Esther, if 
Esther it was, bad only doue right. 

The King then went on, and when he had finished his 
narration the Queen took her seat. 

She made Mrs, Delany sit next her, and Miss P 

brought her some tea. 

The King, meanwhile, came to me again, and said, — 
" Are you musical t" 
" Not a performer, sir." 

Then, going from me to the Queen, he cried, — " She 
does not play." 

I did not hear what the Queen answered ; she spoke 
in a low voice, and seemed much out of spirits. 

They now talked together a little while, about the 
Princess Elizabeth, and the King mentioned having 
had a very promising account from her physician. Sir 
George Baker ; and the Queen soon brightened up. 
Tlie King then returned to me, and said, — 
" Are you sure you never play ? — never touch the 
keys at all T' 

" Never to acknowledge it, sir," 
" Oh .' that's it !" cried he ; and flying to the Queen, 
cried, " She does play — but not to acknowledge it !" 

I was now in a most horrible panic once more ; pushed 
so very home, I could answer no other than I did, for 
these categorical questions almost constrain categorical 
answers: and here, at Windsor, it seems an absolute 
point that whatever they ask must be told, and whatave.': 
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they desire muet be done. Think but, then, of my c 
Bternation, in expecting their commands to perform ! 
dear father, pity me I 

The eager air with which he returned to ine f 
explained what was to follow. 1 hastily, therefori 
spoke first, in order to stop him, crying — " I oever, 
played to anybody but myself! — never !" 

" No ?" cried he, looking incredulous ; " what, ad 
to " 

" Not even to me, sir!" cried my kind Mrs. Delanil 
who saw what was threatening me. 

*' No ? — are you sure ?" ci ied he, disappointed ; " bi^ 
— but you'll " 

" 1 have never, sir," cried I, very earnestly, " playeil 
in my life, hut when I could hear nobody else — quiti 
alone, and from a mere love of any musical sounds." 

He repeated all this to the Queen, whose answers 
never heard ; but when he once more came back, with 4 
face that looked unwilling to give it up, in my fright 1 
had recourse to dumb show, and raised my hands i 
supplicating fold, with a most begging countenance t 
be excused. This, luckily, succeeded ; he understof 
me very readily, and laughed a little, but made a e 
of desisting, or rather complying, little bow, and i 
ito more about it. 

I felt very much obliged to him, for I saw his curieura 
was all alive. I wished I could have kissed his hand. ; 

He still, however, kept me in talk, and still up( 
music. 

" To me," said he, " it appears quite as strange to n 
with people who have no ear for music, and cannot did 
tinguish one air from another, as to meet with peopl 
who are dumb. Lady Bell Finch once told me that s 
had heard there was some difference between a psalm, 4 
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I minuet, and a countiy dance, but she declared they ail 
I sounded alike to her! There are people who have no 
I eye for difference of colour. The Duke of Marlborough 
I actually cannot tell scarlet from green !" 
I He then told me an anecdote of his mistaking one of 

I those colours for another, which was very laughable, but 

I I do not remember it clearly enough to write it. How 
I unfortunate for true virtuosi that such an eye should 
I possess objects worthy the most discerning — the trea- 
I Eures of Blenheim ! 

I " I do not find, though," added hia Majesty, "that 
■ this defect runs in his family, for Lady Di Beauclert 
I draws very finely." 

I He then weot to Mr. Bernard Dewes. 
I Almost instantly upon his leaving me, a very gentle 
I voice called out — " Miss Burneyl" 
[ It was the Queen's. I walked a little nearer her, 
I and a gracious inclination of her head made me go 
I quite up to her. 

I " You have been," she said, " at Mrs. Walsingham's V 
I "Yes, ma'am." 

I " She has a pretty place, I believe ?" 
I "Yea, ma'am." 
I " Were you ever there before 1" , 
I " Yes, ma'am," 

I Oh, shocking ! shocking! thought I; what will Mrs. 
I Delany say to all these monosyllables ? 
I " Has not she lately made some improvements ?" 
I "Yes, ma'am; she has built a conservatory." 
I Then followed some questions about its situation, 
I during which the King came up to us; and she then, 
ceasing to address me in particular, began a general sort 
I of conversation, with a spirit and animation that I had 
I not at ail expected, and which seemed the result of the 
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gi'eat and benevolent pleasure she took 
tainnient to Mrs. Delany- 

The subject was the last drawing-room, which she 
had been m town to keep on Thursday, during the 
dense fog. 

" I assure you, ma'am," cried she to Mrs. DeJ&Dy, 
" it was so dark, there was no seeing anything, and no 
knowing anybody. And Lady Harcourt could be of no 
help to tell me who people were, for when it was h^ht, 
she can't see ; and now it was dark, I could not see 
myself. So it was in Tain for me to go on in that man- 
ner, without knowing which I had spoken to, and which 
was waiting for me; so I said to Lady Harcourt, " We 
had better stop, and stand quite still, for I don't know 
anybody, no more than you do. But if we stand still, 
they will all come up in the end, and we must ask them 
who they are, and if I have spoken to them yet, or not: 
for it is very odd to do it, but what else can we manage T 
Her accent is a little foreign, and very prettily so ; and 
her emphasis has that sort of changeability, which gives 
an interest to everything she utters. But her language 
is rather pecuhar than foreign. 

" Besides," added she, with a very significant look, 
" if we go on herj in the dark, maybe I shall push 
against somebody, or somebody will push against me — 
which is the more likely to happen I" 

She then gave an account of some circumstances 
which attended the darkness, in a manner not only ex- 
tremely lively, but mixed, at times, with an archness and 
humour that made it very entertaining. She chiefly 
addressed herself to Mrs. Delany; and to me, certainly, 
she would not, separately, have been so communicative ; 
but she contrived, with great delicacy, to include me in 
the little party, by frequently looking at me, and always 
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with an expression that invited my participation in the 
conversation. And, indeed, though I did not join in 
words, J shared very openly in the pleasure of her recital. 
Well," she continued, "so there was standing by 
oie a man that I could not see in the face ; but I saw the 
Iwisting of his bow ; and I said to Lady Harcourt, ' I 
am sure that must be nobody but the Duke of Dorset.' 
— 'Dear,' she says, 'how can you tell that?' — 'Only 
ask,' said I; and so it proved he." 

fes," cried the King, " he is pretty well again ; he 
can smile again, now !" 

It seems his features had appeared to be fixed, or 
stiffened. It is said, he has been obliged to hold his 
hand to his mouth, to hide it, ever since his stroke, — 
which he refuses to acknowledge was paralytic. 

The Queen looked as if some comic notion had struck 

■T, and, after smiling a little while to herself, said, 
with a sort of innocent archness, very pleasing. 

To be sure, it is very wrong to laugh at such things, 
— I know that : but yet, I could not help thinking, 
when his mouth was in that way, that it was very lucky 
people's happiness did not depend upon his smiles !" 

Afterwards, she named other persons, whose be- 
haviour and manners pointed them out to her, in defiance 
of obscurity. 

A lady," said she, "came up to me, that I could 
not see, so I was forced to ask who she was ; and imme- 
diately she hurst into a laugh. ' O,' says I, ' that can 
be onlj' Mrs. De Rolles !' — and so it proved." 

Methinks, by this trait, she should be a near rela- 
tion lo my Miss Larolles ! 

When these, and some more anecdotes which I do not 
«) clearly remember, were told, the King left us, and 
went to Mr. Bernard Dewes. A pause ensuing, I, too, 
OL, 11. t t 
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drew back, meaniDg to return to my original sta 
wliich, being opposite the fire, was never a bad one. 
the momeut I began retreating, the Queen, bendiog i 
ward, and speaking in a very low voice, said, " ] 
Burney !" — and, upon my coming up to her, almost ii 
whisper, cried, " But shall we have no more — nothi^ 
more ?" 

I could not but understand her, and only shook i 
head. 

The Queen then, as if she thought she had said t 
much, with great sweetness and condescenstou, drt 
back herself, and, very delicately, said, 

" To be sure it is, I own, a very home question, | 
one who has not the pleasure to know you." 

I was quite ashamed of this apology, but did t 
know what to say to it. But bow amiable a aimplid 
in her speaking of herself in such a style, — "for o 
has not the pleasure to know you." 

" But, indeed," continued she, presently, " I woi 
not say it, only that I think from what has 
done, there is a power to do so much good — and gofl 
to young people — which is so very good a thing— 
caonot help wishing it could be." 

I felt very grateful for this speech, and for the i 
soft manner in which she said it ; and I very mta 
wished to thank her,aad was trying to mutter somethi^j 
though not very intelligibly, when the Kiog suddenfl 
coming up to us, mquired what was going forward. 

The Queen readily repeated her kind speech. 

The King eagerly undertook to make my answer | 
me, crying, 

" 0, but she will write! — she only waits for itici 
tion — she told me so." Then, speaking to me, he saij 
" What — is it not so ?" 
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I only kugbed a little; and he again said to the 
Queen, 

"She will write! She told me, just now, she had 
made no vow against it." 

" No, no," cried the Queen, " I hope not, indeed !" 

"A vow !" cried dear Mrs, Delany, "nO) indeed, I 
hope she would not be so wicked — she who can so do 
what she does !" 

" But she has not," said the King, earnestly; "she 
has owned that to me already." 

What excessive condescension, my dear Padre ! 

"I only wish," cried Mrs. Delany, "it could be as 
easily done, as it is earnestly and universally desired." 

"I doubt it not to be so desired," said the Queen. 

I was quite ashamed of all this, and quite sorry to 
make no acknowledgment of their great condescension 
in pressing such a subject, and pressing it so much in 
earnest. But I really could get out nothing, so that's 
the truth ; and I wish I could give a better account of 
my eloquence, my dear Padre and Susan. 

I cannot, however, in justice any more than in incli- 
nation, go on, till I stop to admire the sweetness of the 
Queen, and the consideration of the King, in each 
making me a party in their general conversation, before 
they made any particular address to me. 

They afterwards spoke of Mr. Webb, a Windsor mu- 
sician, who is master to the young Princesses, and who 
has a nose, from some strange calamity, of go enormous a 
size that it covers all the middle of his face. I never saw 
BO frightful a deformity. Mrs. Delany told the Queen I 
had met with him, accidentally, when he came to give a 
lesson to Miss P , and had been quite startled by him. 

''I dare say so;" said her Majesty. " I must tell 
Miss Burney a little trait of Sophia, about Mr. Webb." 
c c2 
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A email table was before the Queen, who always hastt 
brought when she is seated, to put her tea or work upon, 
or, when she has neither, to look comfortable, I believe ; 
for certainly it takes oS much formality in a standing 
circle. And close to tbiB, by the gracious motion of her 
bead, she kept me. 

" When first," continued she, " Mr. Webb was to 
come to Sophia, I toid her he had had some accident to 
disfigure his whole face, by making him an enormous nose; 
but I desired her to remember this was a misfortune, for 
which he ought to be pitied, and that she must be sure 
not to laugh at it, nor stare at it. And she minded this 
very well, and behaved always very properly. But, 
wliile Lady Cremome was at the Lodge, she was with 
Sophia when Mr. Webb came to give her a lesson. As 
soon as he was named, she coloured very red, and raoH 
up to Lady Cremome, and said to her in a wbispe^fl 
' Lady Cremome, Mr. Webb has got a very great nos^| 
but that is only to be pitied — so mind you don't laugh 1' '3 

This little Princess is just nine years old ! 1 

The King joined us while the Queen was telling this^ J 
and added, " Poor Mr. Webb was very much discoua« 
tenanced when he first saw me, and tried to hide hiJB 
nose, by a great nosegay, or I believe only a brancbfl 
which he held before it : but really that had so odd afl 
look, that it was worse, and more ridiculous, than hi^| 
Bose. However, 1 hope he does not mind me, now, fo^| 
1 have seen him four or five limes." ■ 

After this, Mrs. Delany mentioned Madame de lefl 
Fite, and her son. ■ 

The Queen said *' He is a pretty little boy ; and wbe^| 
he goes to school, it will do bim good." ^| 

" Where will she send him ?" said^the King. H 

The Queen, looking at me, with a smile answered, I 
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" To the school where Mr. Lock puts his sons. I 
know that !" 

" And where is that ?" 

" Indeed I don't know ; where is it. Miss Buniey V 

" At Cheam, ma'am." 

"Oh, at young Gilpin's?" cried the King. "Is it 
near Mr. Locke's ?" 

"Yes, sir; within about six miles, 1 believe," 

The Queen, then, with a Httle arch smile, that seemed 
to premise she should make me stare, said, 

" It was there, at Mr. Locke's, your sister laid in ?" 

" O yes, ma'am !" cried I, out of breath with surprise. 

The King repeated my yes ! and said, " I fancy — 
by that O — you were frightened a little for her? 
What?" 

I could not but assent to that; and the King, who 
seemed a good dea! diverted at the accident — for he loves 
little babies too well to look upon it, as most people 
would, to be a shocking business — questioned me about 
it. 

" How was it ?" said he, — " how happened it ? Could 
not she get home ?'' 

" It was so sudden, sir, and so unexpected, there was 
no time." 

I dare say," said the sweet Queen, " Mrs. Locke was 
only very happy to have it at her house." 

Indeed, ma'am," cried I, " her kindness, and Mr. 
Locke's would make anybody think so t but they are all 
kindness and goodness." 

have heard indeed," said the Queen, "that they 
are all sensible, and amiable, and ingenuous, in that 
ily.» 

They are indeed," cried I, " and as exemplary as they 
are accomplished." 
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" Ihave ueverseeD Mrs. Locke," said the King, "since 
she was that high ;" — pomUng to little IMiss Dewes. 

'* And I," said the Queen — " I have never seen her in 
my life; but for all that, from what I bear of her, 1 can- 
not help feeling interested whenever I only hear her 
name." 

ThiG, with a good deal of animation, she said directly 
tome. 

" Mr. William Locke, ma'am," said Mrs. Delany, " I 
understand from Miss Burney, is now makmg the same 
wonderlul progress in painting that he had done before 
in drawing." 

" I have seen, some of his drawings," said the Queen, 
" which were charming." 

" How old is he !"' cried the King. 

" Eighteen, sir." 

•' Eighteen !" repeated the King — " how time fliesT 

" Oh ! for me," cried the Queen, " I am always qaa^ I 
relling with time! It is so short to do something, And I 
so long to do nothing." 

She has now and then something foreign to our idiom, j 
that has a very pretty effect. 

" Time," said the King, " always seems long when n 
are young, and short when we begin to grow old.'* 

" But nothing makes me so angrj-," said the Qaeen, j 
" as to hear people not know what to do ! For me, 1 1 
never have half time enough for things. But what makes T 
me most angry still, is to see people go up to a window 
and say, ' what a bad day ! — dear, what shall we do 
such a day as this?' MVhat?' I say; 'why employ 
yourselves; and then what signifies the bad day?' " 

Afterwards, there was some talk upon sermons, and 
the Queen wished the Bishop of Chester would publish 
another volume. 
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" NOj no," said the King, " you must not expect a 
man, wbile he continues preaching, to go on publishing. 
Every sermon printed, diminishes his stock for the 
pulpit," 

"Very true," said the Queen; "but I believe the 
Bishop of Chester has enough to spare." 

The King then praised Carr'a sermons, and said he 
liked none but what were plain and unadorned. 

" Nor I neither," said the Queen; "but for me, it is, 
I suppose, because the others I don't understand." 

The King then, looking at his watch, said, " It is 
eight o'clock, and if we dou't go now, the children will 
be sent to the other house." 

" Yes, your Majesty," cried the Queen, instantly 
rising. 

Mrs. Delany put on her Majesty's cloak, and she took 
a very kind leave of her. She then curtsied separately 
to us all, and the King handed her to the carriage. 

It is the custom for everybody they speak to to attend 
them out, but they would not suffer Mrs. Delany to 

move. Miss P , Mr. Dewes, and his little daughter, 

and myself, all accompanied them, and saw them in their 
coach, and received their last gracious nods. 

When they were gone, Mrs. Delany confessed she 
bad heard the King's knock at the door before she came 
into the drawing-room, but would not avow it, that I 
might not run away. Well ! being over was so good a 
thing, that I could not but be content. 

The Queen, indeed, is a most charming woman. She 
appears to me full of sense and graciousness, mingled 
with delicacy of mind and livehness of temper. She 
speaks English almost perfectly well, with great choice 
and copiousness of language, though now and then with 
foreign idiom, and frequently with a foreign accent. Her 
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maimers have an easy dignity, wiih a most engaging 
simplicity, and ^he has all that line high breeding wlucb 
the mind, not the station, gives, of carefully avoiding 
to distress those who converse with her, or studiously 
temoving the embarrassment she cannot prevent. 

The King, however he may have power, in the cabinet, 
to command himself, has, in private, the appearance of a 
character the most open and sincere. He speaks his 
opinions without reserve, and seems to trust them intui- 
tively to his hearers, from a belief they will make no ill 
use of them. His countenance is fuU of inquiry, to gain 
information without asking it, probably fiom believing 
that to be the nearest road to triiLh. All I saw of both 
was the most perfect good humour, good spirits, ease, and 
pleasantness. 

Their behaviour to each other speaks the most cordial 
confidence and happiness. The King seems to admire 
as much as he enjoys her conversation, and to covet her 
participation in every thing he either sees or hears. The 
Queen appears to feei the most grateful regard for him, 
and to make it her chief study to raise his consequence 
n'ith others, by always marking that she considers her- 
self, though Queen to the nation, only, to him, the first 
and most obedient of subjects. Indeed, in their difierent 
ways, and allowing for the difference of their characters, 
they left me equally charmed both with their behaviour 
to each otlier and to myself. 

Fkiday. — Mrs. Delany went to the Lodge to-night, 
and, when she came home, brought very kind words of 
the Queen's with respect to our meeting, which she now 
acknowledged she had much been wishing for. 

Sunday, Dec. 18.— This morning I went with Miss 
P to hear the cathedral service at St. George's 

^pel. That antique and venerable structure gave me 
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much pieasure, and the particular prayer offered up for 
the Knights of the Garter brought me back to the days of 
its founder, as I imagine it must have been used in this 
chapel from the time of Edward the Third. 

One of the gates of the old Castle I have a view of 
from a window in my bed-chamber, and J have a suf- 
ficient smattering of antiquarian affection to look at it 
with great satisfaction. 

Oar preacher was Dr. L , and though he told us 

nothing either new or striking, lie at least took care to 
give no disappointment after his first opening — by preach- 
ing in a manner that never drew our attention. 

Monday, Dec. I9th.— Miss P — ~, Mr. Bernard 
Dewes, his daughter, and myself, have been to Dr. 
Lind's, by repeated invitation, to see his Eastern cu- 
riosities. I was extremely well entertained there. His 
collection is chiefly Cliinese. He has a book of the 
whole process of preparing silk, described in prints. 
It is not, however, so done as to give a very clear 
idea of the operation. He has also a cmious book 
representing every part of a Chinese monastery, — build- 
ing, utensils, gods, priests, and idols; it is very neatly 
and most elaborately executed, and the colours are un- 
commonly vivid. A dictionary of the Chinese language, 
in which many foUo pages contain but the various uses 
of a single word, filled me with wonder at the prepos- 
terous pedantry that could contrive to make the whole 
life of man too short for learning to read and write- 
There is a class even for every letter, and more ways of 
■varying it, by different accents, than there are in French 
or English of varying every word that begins with the 
same letter. A book, too, of Chinese plants, very finely 
executed and brightly coloured, shewed how httle tHeiv 
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artj&ts want patience, though everything shewa htH 
little is the pleasure to be giveu by any paioB nithoJ 
taste. 



Upon the whole, and for me, don't you think, mm 
dear father and Susan, I comported myself inight| 
well in my grand interview ? Indeed, except quite at tbi 
firBt, I was infinitely more easy than I usually am v 
strangers ; and tlie great reason of that was, that I hail 
no fear of being frightened, nor shame of being ashamed jl 
for they, I was sure, were more accustomed to see peopla 
frightened and confused, than to find them composed 
and undisturbed. But that is not the case with others^ ] 
who cannot, therefore, make the same allowance. 

In the evening, while Mrs. Delany, Miss P— — , and 
I were sitting and working together in the drawing-J 
room, the door was opened, and the King entered. 

We all started up ; Miss F -■- flew to her modest po&tJ 
by the door, and I to my more comfortable one oppositS'l 
the fire, which caused me but a slight and gentle retrea^ I 
and Mrs. Delany he immediately commanded to take f 
her own place again. 

He was full of joy for the Princess Elizabeth. He| 
had been to the lower Lodge, and found her in a swec 
sleep, and she was now, he said, in a course of James's I 
powders, from which he hoped her perfect restoration. I J 
fear, however, it is still but precarious. 

Mrs, Delany congratulated him, and then inquired j 
after the whooping-cough. The children, he said, were-l 
better, and were going to Kew for some days, to change I 
the air. He and the Queen had been themselves, in the I 
morning, lo Kew, to see that their rooms were fit for their J 
reception. He could not, he said, be easy to take any I 
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account but from his own eyes, when they were sick. He 
seems, indeed, one of the most tender fathers in the 
world. 

I cannot pretend to write this meeting with the method 
and minuteness of theiirst; for that took me so long, that 
I have not time to spare for such another detail. Besides, 
the novelty is now over, and I have not the same induce- 
ment to besovery circumstantial. But the principal parts 
of the conversation I will write, as I recollect. 

Our party being so small, he made all that passed 
general ; for though he principally addressed himself to 
Mrs. Delany, he always looked round to see that we 
heard him, and frequently referred to us. 

I should mention, though, the etiquette always ob- 
served upon his entrance, which, first of all, is to fly off to 

distant quarters; and next, Miss P goes out, walking 

backwards, for more candlesj which she brings in, two at 
a time, and places upon the tables and piano-forte. Next 
she goes out for tea, which she then carries to his Ma- 
jesty, upon a large salver, containing sugar, cream, and 
bread and butter, and cake, while she hangs a uapkia 
over her arm for his fingers. 

When he has taken his tea, she returns to her station, 
where she waits till he has done, and then takes away his 
cup, and fetches more. 

This, it seems, is a ceremony performed, in other 
places, always by the mistress of the house; but here, 
neither of their Majesties will permit Mrs. Delany to at- 
tempt it. 

Well; but to return. The King said he had just been 
looking over a new pamphlet, of Mr. Cumberland's, upon 
the character of Lord Sackville. 

" I have been asking Sir George Baker," said he, " if 
he had read it, and he told me yes ; but that he could not 



find out wUy Cumbeiland bad written it. Howerer, 
that, I think, 1 found out in the second page. For there 
he takea an opportunity to give a high character of liim- 
eelf." 

He then enlarged more upon the subject, very frankly 
declaring in what points he differed from Mr. Cumber- 
land about Lord Sackville; but as I neither knew him, 
nor had read the pamphlet, I could not at all enter into 
the subject. 

Mrs. Delany then mentioned something of Madame 
de Genlis, upon which the King eagerly said to me, 

" Oh, you saw her while she was here T' 

" Yea, sir." 

" And — did she speak English?" 

" Yes, air." 

" And how ?'" 

" Extremely well, sir ; with very great facility." 

" Indeed 1 That always surprises me in a foreigaei 
that has not lived here." 

Her accent is foreign, however; but her language n 
remarkably ready. 

He then spoke of Voltaire, and talked a little of bi4 
works, concluding with this strong condemnation of thei 
tendency : — 

"I," cried he, "think him a monster, I i 
fairly." 

Nobody answered. Mrs. Delany did not quite liec 
him, and I knew too little of his works to have coutagi 
to say anything about them. 

He next named Rousseau, whom he seemed to thinlq 
of with more favour, though by no means with approba-l 
lion. Here, too, I had read too little to talk at allj 
thouujh his Majesty frequently appliad to me. Mra 
Delany told several anecdotes which had come to hei 
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immediate knowledge of him while he was in England, 
at which time he had spent some days with her brother, 
Mr. Granville, at Calwich. The King, too, told others, 
which had come to his own ears, all charging him with 
savage pride and insolent ingratitude. 

Here, however, I ventured to interfere ; for, as I knew 
he had had a pension from the King, I could not but wish 
his Majesty should be informed he was grateful to him. 
And as you, ray dear father, were my authority, I 
thought it but common justice to the memory of poor 
Housseau to acquaint the King of his personal respect for 
him. 

'• Some gratitude, sir," said I, " he was not without. 
When my father was in Paris, which was after Rousseau 
had been in England, he visited him. in his garret, and 
the first thing he shewed him was your Majesty's portrait 
over bis chimney." 

The King paused a little while upon this ; hut nothing 
more was said of Rousseau. 

The sermon of the day before was then talked over. 
Mrs. Delanyhadnotheardit, and the King said it was no 
great loss. He asked me what I had thought of it, and 
we agreed perfectly, to the no great exaltation of poor 
Dr. L ." 

Some time afterwards, the King said he found by the 
newspapers, that Mrs. Chve was dead. 

Do yon read the newspapers? thought I. 0, King I 
you must then have the most unvexing temper in the 
world, not to run wild. 

This led on to more players. He was sorry, he said, 
for Henderson, and the more as Mrs. Siddons had wished 
to have him play at the same house with herself. Then 
Mrs. Siddons took her turn, and with the warmest praise. 

"I am an enthusiast for her," cried the King, "qu 
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an enthusiast. [ think there was never any j 

my time so excellent — not Garrick bimseir; I otvn itf! 

Then, coming close to me, who was silent, he said,— 

"What! what?" — meaning, what say you? Bui 
Htill said nothing ; I could not concur where I tbougl 
80 differently, and to enter into an argument was qu» 
impossible; for every little thing I said, the Kin 
listened to with an eagerness that made uae : 
ashamed ot its insignificancy. And, indeed, but for tiu 
I should have talked to him with much greater Suenol 
as well as ease. 

From players be went to plays, and complained a 
great want of good modern comedies, and of the e. 
immorality of most of the old ones. 

"And tliey pretend," cried he, "to mend them; 
it is not possible. Do you think it is ? — what ?" 

" No. sir, not often, I believe; — the fault, commonij 
lies in the very foundation."' 

" Yes, or they might mend the mere speeches ;- 
the characters are all bad from the beginning to the end.^ 

Then he specified several; but I had read none i 
them, and conse<]uently could say nothing about 
matter ; — till, at last, he came to Shakespeare 



■' Was there ever," cried he, " such stuff 



aa gre 



part of Shakespeare? only one must not say so ! Bd^ 
what think you? — What? — Is there not aad i 
What?— what?" 

"Yes, indeed, I think ao, sir, though mixed v/iti 
such excellences, that — " 

" O !" cried he, laughing good-humouredly, " I kcioJ 
it is not to be said 1 but it's true. Only it's Sbakai 
peare, and nobody dare abuse him." 

Then he enumerated many of the characters and part 
of plays that he objected to; and when he had ruM 
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them overj fiDisfaed with 'again laughing, and exclaiming, 

" But one should be stoned for saying so !" 

"Madame de Geniis, air," said I, "had taken such 
an impression of the English theatre, that she told me 
she thought no woman ought to go to any of our come- 
dies." 

This, which, indeed, is a very overstrained censure of 
our dramas, made him draw back, and vindicate the 
stage from a sentence so severe ; which, however, she 
had pronounced to me, as if she looked upon it to be an 
opinion in which I should join as a thing past dispute. 

The King approved such a denunciation no more 
than his little subject ; and he vindicated the stage from 
so hard an aspersion, with a warmth not wholly free from 
indignation. 

This led on to a good deal more dramatic criticism; 
but what was said was too little followed up to be re- 
membered for writing. His Majesty stayed near two 
hours, and then wished Mrs. Delany good night, and 
having given me a bow, shut the door himself, to prevent 
Mrs. Delany, or even me, from attending him out, and, 
with only Miss P — ^ — ■ to wait upon him, put on his own 
great coat in the passage, and walked away to the 
lower lodge, to see the Princess Elizabeth, without car- 
riage or attendant. He is a pattern of modest, but 
manly superiority to rank. 

I should say more of this evening, and of the King, 
with whose unafi'ected conversation and unassuming port 
and manner I was charmed, but that I have another 
meeting to write, — a long, and, to me, very delightful 
private conference with the Queen. It happened the 
very next morning, 

Tuesday, Dec. 20th. — Ist, summons ; 2odiy, entree. 
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" MisE Burney, have you heard that Boswell is going 
to publish a life of your friend Dr. Johnson f" 
" No, ma'am." 

" I tell you as I heard. I don't know for the truth of 
it, and I can't tell what he will do. He is so extraor- 
dinary a man, that perhaps he will devise something ex- 
traordinary. What do you think of Madame de Genlis" 
last work *" 

"I have not read it, ma'am." 
" Not read it?" 

(I believe she knew my copy, which lay on the table.) 
I said I had taken it to Norbury, and meant to read it 
with Mrs. Locke, but things then prevented. 

"Oh! (looking pleased) have you read the last edi- 
tion of her ' Adele'f" 
" No, ma'am." ■ 

" Well, it is much improved ; for the passage, yottH 
know, Mrs. Delany, of the untruth, is alt altered; fifS 
teen pages are quite new; and she has altered It rerv^| 
prettily. She has sent it to me. She always sends m^H 
her works ; she did it a long while ago, when I did iio^| 
know there was such a lady as Madame de Grenlis.^| 
You have not seen 'Adele,' then?" H 

" No, ma'am." ■ 

" You would like to see it. Gut I have it not here.^| 
Indeed, 1 think sometimes I have no books at all, for^| 
they are at Kew, or they are in town, and they are here ; ^M 
and I don't know which is which. Is Madame dB^| 
Genlis about any new work ?" ^M 

"Yes, ma'am; one which she intends ' pour le pta^^M 
pie' ^1 

" Ah, that will be a good work. Have you heard of — "^1 
(mentioning some German book, of which I forget thefl 
name.) H 
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" O, it will be soon translated ; very fine language, — 
very bad book. They translate all onr worst ! And 
they are so improved in language ; they write so finely 
now, even for the most silly books, that it makes one 
read od, and one cannot help it. O, I am very angry 
sometimes at that I Do you like the ' Sorrows of 
Wertei-'i" " 

" I — I have not read it, ma'am, only in part." 

" No 1 Well, I don't know how it is translated, but 
it is very finely writ in German, and I can't bear it." 

"I am very happy to hear that, for what I did look 
over made me determine never to read it. It seemed 
only writ as a deliberate defence of suicide." 

'■ Yes ; and what is worse, it is done by a bad man 
for revenge." 

She then mentioned, with praise, another book, saying, 

"I wish I knew the translator." 

" i wish the translator knew thatl" 

" — it is not — I should not like to give my name, 
for fear I have judged ill: I picked it up on a stall. O, 
it is amazing what good books there are on stalls." 

" It is amazing to me," said Mrs. Delany, " to hear 
that." 

" Why, I don't pick them tip myself; but I have a 
servant very clever; and if they are not to be had at the 
booksellers', they are not for me any more than for 
another." 

She then spoke of Klopstock's " Messiah," saying it 
contained four lines most perfect on religion. 

" How I should like to see il. Is it translated ?" 
asked Mrs, Delany, turning to me. 

" 111 :" said her Majesty : " there is a story of Laza- 
rus and the Centurion's daughter; and another ^ontut, 

VOL. II. li ^ 
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lady, Asyddel, he calls her; and Lazarus is in love;— 
a very pretty scene — no stopping; — but it is out of 
place; — I was quite angry to read it. And a loott cou- 
vei'sation between CUnstaud Lazarus — very strange I" 

" Yet Milton does tbat." 

'■ Yes." 

And then she went on discussing Milton : this led to 
Wickliife, and Craniner ; and she spoke of the Romaii- 
catbolic superstitions. 

"0, so odd! Can it signify to God Almighty if I 
eat a piece of fish or a piece of meat? And, one of the 
Queen of France's sisteis wears the heel of bi^v shoe 
before, for a penance ; as if God Almighty could care 
for thai !" 

" It is supposing in Him the caprice of a fine ludy." 

"Yes, just so. Yet it i^ amusing, and pretiv tOOt 
how sincere the lower people are, of the Catholics. 1 

was with niy mother at , a Catholic town, and there 

was a lady we knew, had a very bad tootb-ache ; sbe 
HiifFered night and day, and we were very sorry. But, 
orer the river there was a Virgin Mary of great fame for 
miracles, and, one morning, when I wanted to get up, 
our maid did not come, and nobody knew where she 
was, and she could not be found. At last she came 
back with a large -bouquet, which she had carried over 
the river in the night and got it blessed, and gave it to 
the lady to cure her tooth-ache. But we have Protestant 
nunneries in Germany. I belonged to one which was 
under the Imperial protection ; there is one for royal 
families — one for noblesse ; the candidates' coats of arms 
are put up several weeks to be examined, and if any flaw 
is found, they are not elected. These nunneries are in- 
tended for young ladies of little fortunes and high birtli. 
There is great licence in them. They have balls,.[iot atd 
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home, but next door; and there is no restriction but to 
go to prayers at eight, at nine, and at night, — that is 
very little, you know, — and wear black or white. The 
dress consiata of three caps, one over the forehead, one 
for the back, one up high, and one lowej, for the veil; 
Tery pretty ; and the gown is a vest, and the skirt has I 
don't know how many hundred plaits. I had the Cross 
and Order, but I believe I gave it away when I came to 
England; for you may transfer; so I gave it to the 
Countess of—, a friend of mine." 

I could not help saying, how glad we all were that she 
was no nun ! 

" Once," she continued, " I wanted to go to a chapel 
in that Catholic town, and my mother said I should go 
if I would be sure not to laugh at anything ; and I pro- 
mised I would not; so, I took care to keep my eyes h;Uf 
shut, half open, thus, for fear I should see something to 
make me laugh, for my mother told me I should not 
come out all day if I laughed. But there was nothing 
ridiculous." 

[The memorandum of the above conversation breaks 
off abruptly.] 



Mrs. Montagu to Miss Burneif* 

Poctinan Square, Dec. IStii, 1785. 
Dear Madam, 
It is dangerous to indulge an opinion that any temp- 
tation could be absolutely irresistible, and it would be 
absurd to urge it to Miss Burney, whose sentiments 
would contradict it, and whose writings teach better doc- 

■ This letter is preserved merely as a gpecimen of the epistolary 
ityle of-80 celebrated a peraoa as the writer. 
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trinee ; so 1 cannot assert it was impoBsible not t 
the pretence I had to write to you, but I thought j 
would pardon my availing myseJf of it ; for indeed, i 
dear madam, if all people could, few would be able 
withstand the temptation of corresponding with yon. 

Thiamoniing I took the hberty to send by the Wii 
sor coach, directed to Mrs. Delany, a basket of gas 
containingabraceof partridges, a moorgame, aod a phi 
sant, aiid beg, if they are not delivered, that you won 
order one of her servants to caJl at the inn where 1 
stage sets op, and make inquiry after it. 1 could I 
address myself to Mrs. Delany on this occasion, for: 
would be impossible for me to write to her without toucll 
ing on a Bubject too affecting to us bolb. I have knowi 
by sad experience the agonies excited, the wounds of ih 
breast torn open afresh, by letters of condoJence. Ho» 
ever, there is some degree of comfort in affliction, dt 
lived from the assurance of another's sympathy; b\A 
m this case, where my own misfortune and loss wM 
so great, it was quite tmnecesaary to express tbe shut 
1 took in the sad event ; nor was there any argU' 
ment of consolation which was not to be found iO 
the characters of the deceased and surviving; friend; 
so that Mrs. Delany would best read thera in fan 
own, and the excellent virtues of the friend she had 
lost. Nor indeed can anything administer coraforff 
but the well-grounded confidence, that after a short sepa? 
ration, there will be a re-imion in an eternal state. MdbI 
truly and emphatically is it said, " the sting of death ii 
sin," whether the dart assail us in our own person, a 
that of the friend one loves. 

Their Majesties' goodness must have been to Mrs 
Delany the best support in affliction nhich this world 
;ouId give; their acts were princely, but the sentimenla 
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they have sliewa in their manner are angelical. May 
the hearts where auch virtues dwell never feel affliction 
more ! This will ever be ray earnest wish, and was my 
earnest prayer while Princess Elizabeth was ill. I 
hope her Royal Highness is now out of all danger, 

I had the pleasure of" meeting Dr. Eurney at dinner at 
Mrs, Vesey's last week. The society was very agreeable, 
which may easily be imagined, as the doctor made a part 
of it ; but my poor friend is so deaf, she lost much of tbe 
pleasant table-talk. She is still much afflicted ; the 
agremem which she found in the society of Mr. Vesey she 
regrets the loss of, and he had not those virtues from 
■whence consolation can be drawn. A frippery character, 
like a gaudy flower, may please while it is in bloom ; but 
it is the virtuous only that, like the aromatics, preserve 
their sweet and reviving odour when withered, 

I beg you would take some opportunity to present my 
most affectionate and sincere respects to Mrs, Uelany, 

I have soUcited Dr, Burney to meet some of his friends 
at dinner here on Wednesday : I need not say how happy 
I should have been to have had a hope of your being of 
the party ; but I am afraid we shall not get you to lion- 
don tilt the Christmas holidays are over. 

I ask pardon for having intruded this long letter on 
your time and patience. With great esteem, I am, 
Dear madam, yours, &c. 

E. Montagu, 



Miss F. Burney to Mrs. Burney. 

Windsor, Dec. 17lh, 1786, 
My dearest Hetty, 
I am Eorry I could not more immediately write; but 
I^really have not had a moment since your last. 
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Jiovr 1 know what you next want is, to hear accouaU* 
or kings, queens, and such royal personages. O ho.{ 
do you so ? Well. 

Shall I tell you a few matters of fact ? — or, had you 
rather a few matters of etiquette ? Oh, matters of eti- 
quette, you cry ! for matters of fact are short and stupid, 
and anybody can tell, and everyhody is tired with thei 

Very well, lake your own choice. 

To begin, then, with the beginning. 

You know I told you, in my last, my various difficul- 
ties, what sort of preferment to turn my thoughts to, and 
concluded with just starting a young buddmg notion of 
decision, by suggesting that a handsome pension for 
nothing at all would be as well as working night and' 
day for a salary. 

This blossom of an idea, the more I dwelt upon, the 
more I liked. Thinking served it for a hot-house, and 
it came out into full blow as I ruminated upon my 
pillow. Delighted that thus all my contradictory aud 
wayward fancies were overcome, and my mind was 
peaceably settled what to wish and to demand, I gave 
over all further meditation upon choice of elevatiooi 
and had nothing more to do but to make my election 
known. 

My next business, therefore, was to be presented 
This could be no difficulty; my coming hither hai 
been their own desire, and they had earnestly pressed i 
execution. I had only to prepare myself for the r«i- 
counter. 

You would never believe — you, who, distant fron 
courts and courtiers, know nothing of their ways, — the 
many things to be studied, for appearing with a propel 
propriety before crowned heads. Heads without crowns 
ai'e quite other EOit of lotMuda^, 
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Now, then, to the etiquette. I inquired into every 
particular, that no error might be committed. And as 
there is no saying what may happen in this mortal Hfe, 
I shall give you those instructions I have received my- 
seif, that, should you find yourself in the royal presence, 
you may know how to comport yourself, 

Directions for coughing, sneezing, or moving, before 
the King and Queen. 

In the first place, you must not cough. If you find a 
cough tickling in your throat, you must arrest it from 
making any sound; if you find yourself choking with 
the forbearance, you must choke — but not cough. 

In the second place, you must not sneeze. If you 
have a vehement cold, you must take no notice of it: if 
your nose-membranes feel a great irritation, you must 
hold your hreath ; if a sneeze still insists upon making 
its way, you must oppose it, by keeping your teeth 
grinding together ; if the violence of the repulse breaks 
some blood-vessel, you must break the blood-vessel — 
but not sneeze. 

In the third place, you must not, upon any account, 
stir either hand or foot If, by chance, a black pin runs 
into your head, you must not take it out. If the pain is 
very great, you must be sure to bear it without wincing; 
if it brings the tears into your eyes, you must not wipe 
them off; if they give you a tingling hy running down 
your cheeks, you must look as if nothing was the matter. 
If the blood should gush from your head by means of 
the black pin, you must let it gush ; if you are uneasy 
to think of making such a blurred appearance, you must 
be uneasy, but you must say nothing about it. If, how- 
ever, the agony is very great, you may, privately, bite 
the insideof your cheek, or of your lips, for a little relief^ 
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Now I know wliat you next want is, to hear account 
of kings, queens, and such royal personages. O ha 
do you so? Well. 

Shall I tell you a few matters of fact ? — or, had yoi 
rather a few matters of etiquette ? Oh, matters of eti 
quette, you cry ! for matters of fact are short and stupid 
and anybody can tell, and everybody is tired with th( 

Very well, take your own choice. 

To begin, then, with the beginning. 

You know I told you, in my last, my various difficulo 
tie?, what sort of preferment to turn my thoughts to, an^ 
concluded with just starting a young budding notion o 
decision, by suggesting that a handsome pension fd 
nothing at all would be as well as working night am 
day for a salary. 

This blossom of an idea, the more I dwelt upon, th< 
more I liked. Thinking served it for a hot-house, an( 
it came out into full blow as I ruminated upon m] 
pillow. Dehghted that thus all my contradictory aac 
wayward fancies were overcome, and my mind wai 
peaceably settled what to wish and to demand, I ga»i 
over all further meditation upon choice of eler: 
and had nothing more to do but to make my electii 
known. 

My next business, therefore, was to be preaeni 
This could be no difficulty ; my coming hither hai 
been their own desire, and they had earnestly pressed id 
execution. 1 had only to prepare myself for the mt 
counter, 

You would never believe — you, -who, distant fron 
courts and courtiers, know nothing of iheir ways, — tbi 
many things to be studied, for appearing with a prope 
propriety before crowned heads. Heads without crowni 
are quite other sort of TDt\inda.s. 
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Now, then, to the etiquette, I inquired iuto every 
particular, that no error might be committed. And as 
there is no saying what may happen in this mortal hfe, 
I shall give you those instructions I have received my- 
self, that, should you find yourself in the royal presence, 
you may know how to comport yourself. 

Directions for coughing, mtezing, or moving, before 
the King and Queen. 

In the first place, yoa must not cough. If you find a 
cough tickling in your throat, you must arrest it fronti 
making any sound; if you find yourself choking with 
the forbearance, you must choke — but not cough. 

In the second place, you must not sneeze. If you 
have a vehement cold, you must take no notice of it; if 
your nose- membranes feel a great irritation, you must 
hold your breath ; if a sneeze still insists upon making 
its way, you must oppose it, by keeping your teeth 
grinding together ; if the violence of the repulse breaks 
some blood-vessel, you must break the blood-vessel — 
but not sneeze. 

In the third place, you must not, upon any account, 
stir either hand or foot. If, by chance, a black pin runs 
into your head, you must not take it out. If the pain is 
very great, you must be sure to bear it without wincing; 
if it brings the tears into your eyes, you must not wipe 
them off; if they give you a tingling by running down 
your cheeks, you must look as if nothing was the matter. 
If the blood should gush from your head by means of 
the black pin, you must let it gush ; if you are uueasy 
to think of making such a blurred appearance, you must 
be uneasy, but you must say nothing about it. If, how- 
ever, the agony is very great, you may, privately, bite 
the inside of your cheek, or of your lips, for a little relief*. 
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Now I know what you next want is, to hear accouDta 
of kin^s, queens, and such royal personages. O ho] 
do you so 1 Well- 
Shall I tell yoa a few matters of fact ? — or, had yoir 
rather a few matters of etiquette ? Oh, matters of eti-| 
quette, you cry ! for matters of fact are short and stupidji 
and anybody can tei!, and everybody is tired with theoiiJ 

Very well, take your own choice, 

To begin, then, with the beginning. 

You know I told you, in my last, my various difficul-l 
ties, what sort of preferment to turn my thoughts to, and! 
concluded with just starting a young budding notion offl 
decision, by suggesting that a handsome pension forf 
nothing at all would be as well as working night andfl 
day for a salary. 

This blossom of an idea, the more I dwelt upon, tbel 
more I liked. Thinking served it for a hot-house, andfl 
it came out into full blow as I ruminated upon myl 
pillow. Delighted that thus all my contradictory and] 
wayward fancies were overcome, and my mind ' 
peaceably settled wliat to wish and to demand, I gavs 
over all further meditation upon choice of elevatiooi 
and had nothing more to do but to make my electioi 
known. 

My next business, therefore, was to be presented-^ 
This could be no difficulty ; my coming hither haq 
been their own desire, and they had earnestly pressed iti 
execution. I had only to prepare myself for the i 
counter. 

You -would never believe — you, who, distant fro 
courts and courtiers, know nothing of their ways, — tbq 
many things to be studied, for appearing with a propel 
propriety before crowned heads. Heads without crowual 
are quite other Bort of rolMndas, 
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Wot, then, to the etiquette. 1 inquiied into every 
particular, that no error might be committed. And as 
there is no saying what may happen in this mortal life, 
I shall give you those instructions I have received my- 
self, that, should you find yourself in the royal presence, 
you may know how to comport yourself. 

Directiojis for coughing, sneezing, or moving, before 
the King and Queen. 

In the first place, you must not cough. If you find a 
cotigh tickling in your throat, you must arrest it from 
making any sound; if you find yourself choking with 
the forbearance, you must choke — but not cough. 

In the second place, you must not sneeze. If you 
have a vehement cold, you must take no notice of it; if 
your nose-membranes feel a great irritation, you must 
hold your breath; if a sneeze still insists upon making 
its way, you must oppose it, by keeping your teeth 
grinding together ; if the violence of the repulse breaks 
some blood-vessel, you must break the blood-vessel — 
but not sneeze. 

In the third place, you must not, upon any account, 
stir either hand or foot. If, by chance, a black pin runs 
into your head, you must not take it out. If the pain is 
very great, you must be sure to bear it without wincing; 
if it brings the tears into your eyes, you must not wipe 
them off; if they give you a tingling by running down 
your cheeks, you must look as if nothing was the matter. 
If the blood should gush from your head by means of 
the black pin, you must let it gush ; if you are uneasy 
io think of making such a blurred appearance, yoii must 
be uneasy, but you must say nothing about it. If, how- 
ever, the agony is very great, you mav, privatelv, bite 
the inside of your cheek, or of your lips, for a little relief-. 
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Now I know what you next want is, to hear account 
of kings, queens, and such royal personages. O ha 
do you so ? Well. 

Shall I tell you a few matters of fact ? — or, had yoi 
rather a few matters of etiquette ? Oh, matters of eti* 
quette, you cry I for matters of fact are short and stupid, 
and anybody can tell, and everybody is tired with them. 

Very well, take your own choice. 

To begin, then, with the beginning. 

You know I told you, in my last, my various difficuL 
ties, what sort of preferment to turn my thoughts to, and 
concluded with just starting a young budding notion of 
decision, by suggesting that a handsome pension for 
nothing at all would be as well as working night ani 
day for a salary. 

This blossom of an idea, the more I dwelt upon, the 
more I liked. Thinking served it for a hot-house, and' 
it came out into full blow as I ruminated upon mj 
pillow. Delighted that thus all my contradictory and 
wayward fancies were overcome, and my mind was' 
peaceably settled wliat to wish and to demand, I gavj 
over all further meditation upon choice of elevatiodj 
and had nothing more to do hut to make my electuM 

My next business, therefore, was to be presented! 
This could be no difficulty ; my coming hither hat 
been their own desire, and they had earnestly pressed iti 
execution. I had only to prepare myself for the rea 
counter. 

You -would never believe — you, who, distant frort 
courts and courtiers, know nothing of their ways, — thi 
many things to be studied, for appearing with a prop^ 
propriety before crowned heads. Heads without crovni 
are quite other sort of Toluudas. 



U85] OV THE AUTHOR OF EVELINA. 407 

Not, Uien, to the etiquette. 1 inqiiiied into every 
particular, that no error might be committed. And as 
there is no saying what may happen in this mortal life, 
I shall give you those instructions I have received my- 
self, that, should you find youreelf in the royal presence, 
you may know how to comport yourself. 

Directions for coughing, sneezing, or movingy before 
the King and Queen. 

In the first place, you must not cough. If you find a 
cough tickhng in your throat, you must arrest it from 
making any sound: if you find yourself choking with 
the forbearance, you must choke — but not cough. 

In the second place, you must not sneeze. If you 
have a vehement cold, you must take no notice of it; if 
your nose- membranes feel a great irritation, you must 
hold your breath ; if a sneeze still insists upon making 
its way, you must oppose it, by keeping your teeth 
grinding together ; if the violence of the repulse breaks 
some blood-vessel, you must break the hlood-vessel — 
but not sneeze, 

In the third place, you must not, upon any account, 
stir either hand or foot. If, by chance, a black pin runs 
into your head, you must not take it out. If the pain is 
very great, you mast be sure to bear it without wincing; 
if it brings the tears into your eyes, you must not wipe 
them off; if they give you a tingling by running down 
your cheeks, you must look as if nothing was the matter. 
If the blood should gush from your head by means of 
the black pin, you must let it gush ; if you are uneasy 
to think of making such a blurred appearance, you must 
be uneasy, but you must say nothing about it. If, how- 
ever, the agony is very great, you may, privately, bite 
the iDside of your cheek, or of your lips, for a little reUeC% 
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Kow I know what you next want JB, to hear accounts 
of kings, queens, and such royal personages. O hoi 
do you BO ? Well. 

Shall I tell you a few matters of fact? — or, had you 
rather a few matters of etiquette ? Oh, matters of eti- 
quette, you cry ! for matters of fact are short and stupid, 
and anybody can tell, and everybody is tired with them. 

Very well, take your own choice. 

To begin, then, with the beginning. 

You know I told you, in my last, ray various difficul- 
ties, what sort of preferment to turn my thoughts to, and 
concluded with just starting a young budding notion of 
decision, by suggesting that a handsome pension for 
nothing at all would be as well as working night and 
day for a salary. 

This blossom of an idea, the more I dwelt upon, the 
more I liked. Thinking served it for a hot-house, and 
it came out into full blow as I ruminated upon my 
pillow. Delighted that thus all my contradictory and 
wayward fancies were overcome, and my mind was 
peaceably settled what to wish and to demand, I gave 
over all further meditation upon choice of elevation, 
and had nothing more to do but to make my election 
known. 

My next business, therefore, was to be presented. 
This could be no difficulty ; my coming hither had 
been their own desire, and they had earnestly pressed its 
execution. I had only to prepare myself for the ren- 
counter. 

You would never beheve — you, who, distant from 
courts and courtiers, know nothing of their ways, — the 
many things to be studied, for appearing with a proper 
propriety before crowned heads. Heads without crowns . 
are quite other sort of TtitviT\da.s. 
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Now, then, to the etiquette. I inquired into every 
particular, that no error might be committed. And as 
there is no saying what may happen in this mortal life, 
I shai] give you those instructions I have received my- 
self, that, should you find yourself in the royal presence, 
you may know how to comport yourself. 

Directions for coughing, sneezing, or moving) before 
the King and Queen. 

In the first place, you must not cough. If you find a 
cough tickling in your throat, you must arrest it from 
making any sound; if you find yourself choking with 
the forbearance, you must choke — but not cough. 

In the second place, you must not sneeze. If you 
have a veheuient cold, you must take no notice of it; if 
your nose -membranes feel a great irritation, you must 
hold your breath ; if a sneeze still insists upon making 
its way, you must oppose it, by keeping your teeth 
grinding together; if the violence of the repulse breaks 
some blood-vessel, you must break the blood-vessel — 
but not sneeze. 

In the third place, you must not, upon any account, 
stir either hand or foot. If, by chance, a black pin runs 
into your head, you must not take it out. If the pain is 
very great, you must be sure to bear it without wincing ; 
if it brings the tears into your eyes, you must not wipe 
them off; if they give you a tingling by running down 
your cheeks, you must look as if nothing was the matter. 
If the blood should gush from your head by means of 
the blacli pin, you must let it gush ; if you are uneasy 
to think of making such a blurred appearance, you must 
be uneasy, but you must say nothing about it. If, how- 
ever, the agony is very great, you may, privately, bite 
the inside of your cheek, or of your lips, for a little relief % 
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Now I know what you next want is, to hear ai 
of kiagE, queens, and such royal perEonages. O 
do you so ? Well. 

^hall I tell you a few matters of fact ? — or, had 
rather a few matters of etiquette? Oh, matters of eti- 
quette, you cry I for matters of fact are short ami stupid, 
and anybody can tell, and everybody is tired with thentt 

Very well, take your own choice. 

To begin, then, with the beginning. 

You know I told you, in my last, ray various diffici 
ties, what sort of preferment to turn my thoughts to, ai 
concluded with just starting a young budding notion 
decision, by suggesting that a handsome pension i 
nothing at all would be as well as working night ai 
day for a salary. 



This blossom of an idea, the more i dwelt 



upon, tl 



more I liked. Thinking served it for a hot-house. 



it came out into full blow as I ruminated 



upon 



pillow. Delighted that thus all my contradictory am 
wayward fancies were overcome, and my mind ' 
peaceably settled what to wish and to demand, I gaT| 
over all further meditation upon choice of elevatioE) 
and had nothing more to do but to make my electio) 
Jcnown. 

My next business, therefore, was to be presentedi 
This could be no difficulty ; my coming hither had 
been their own desire, and they had earnestly pressed ii 
execution. I bad only to prepare myself for the rea. 
counter. 

You would never believe — you, who, distant froa 
courts and courtiers, know nothing of their ways, — tbfl 
many things to be studied, for appearing with a propel 
propriety before crotvned heads. Heads without crovnti 
are quite other sort of rotundas. 
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Mow, then, to the etiquette. 1 inquired into every 
particuiafj that no error might be committed. And bb 
there is EO saying what may happen in this mortal life, 
I shall give you those instructions I have received my- 
self, that, should you find yourself in the royal presence, 
you may know how to comport yourself. 

Directiom for coughing, sneezing, or moving, hefore 
the King and Queen. 

In the first place, you must not cough. If you find a 
cough tickling in your throat, you must arrest it from 
making any sound; if you find yourself choking with 
the forbearance, you must choke — hut not cough. 

In the second place, you must not sneeze. If you 
have a vehement cold, you must take no notice of it; if 
your nose-membranes feel a great irritation, you must 
hold your breath ; if a sneeze still insists upon making 
its way, you must oppose it, by keepins; your teeth 
grinding together ; if the violence of the repulse breaks 
some blood-vessel, you must break the blood-vessel — 
but not sneeze. 

In the third place, you must not, upon any account, 
stir either hand or foot. If, by chance, a black pin runs 
into your head, you must not take it out. If the pain is 
very great, you must be sure to bear it without wincing; 
if it brings the tears into your eyes, you must not wipe 
them oiF; if they give you a tingling by running down 
your cheeks, you must look as if nothing was the matter. 
If the blood should gush from your head by means of 
the black pin, you must let it gush ; if you are uneasy 
to think of making such a blurred appearance, you must 
be uneasy, but you must say nothing about it. If, how- 
ever, the agony is very great, you may, privately, bite 
the inside of your cheek, or of your lips, for a little relief; 
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taking care, meanwhile, to do it so cautiously as to mal 
no apparent dent outwardly. And, with that precautio 
if you even gnaw a piece out, it will not be minded, onl;^ 
be sure eitherto8wallowit,or commitit toa comer of tf 
inside of your mouth till they are gone — for yon mm 
not spit. 

I have many other directions, but no more paper ; 
will endeavour, however, to have them ready for you i 
time. Perhaps, meanwhile, you would be glad to know i 
1 have myself had opportunity to put in practice the! 
receipts ! 

How can I answer in this little space ? My- 1 
to Mr. B. and the little ones, and remember me kim 
to cousin Edward, and believe me, my dearest Estber, 
Most affectionately yours, 

F. B. 



PART X. 

1786. 

CONTENtg. 

Expectation — ^An Invitation to Windsor — Journey thither — Message 
from the Queen — ^The Terrace at Windsor Castle — Interview witfi 
the King and Queen — Disappointment — Warren Hastings— His 
Amiable Manner and Private Character — Mrs. Hastings — A 
Dilemma — Proposal of the Queen for Miss Bumey to accept a 
Situation about her Person — Her Doubts and Fears on the Occasion 
— Consultation — ^Extreme Delicacy of the Queen's Conduct to Miss 
Bumey — Nature and Duties of the Office — Mrs. Schwellenberg — 
Mrs. Haggerdom — ^A Message from the Queen — Letter fr;om Miss 
Bumey to Dr. Bumey — ^Anecdote of the Queen's Conduct to her— - 
Her Reasons for choosing Miss Bumey for the Office — ^The Ap- 
pointment takes place — Preparations and Preliminaries — Astonish- 
ment of the Court — Letter from Miss Bumey to her Sister Charlotte 
— Change in her Condition and Prospects — ^Fitting Out— Con- 
jectures and Mistakes — Letter from Miss Bumey to Dr. Bumey — 
Duties and Difficulties of her New Office — Congratulations from 
the Ladies of the Court— The Embarrassments of Etiquette. I 
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Diarrf resumed. 
[The records of the early part of this year are feU 
and the topics of them are chiefly of a private i 
until the correspondence reaches a subject which formad 
an era in Miss Bumey's life — her connexion with tq 
coui't and household of Queen Charlotte.] 



Sunday, May 21. — I have now quite a new bui 
to write upon. Late on Saturday night, news reached my 
father of the death of tlie worthy Mr. Stanley, who has 
been long in a declining state of health. His place of 
Master of the King's band my dear father had been 
promised formerly. Now he was once more to apply 
for it; and early on Sunday morning he went to Mr. 
Smelt, to beg hia advice what way to proceed. 

.lust as I was at the door, and going to church, my 
father returned, and desired me to come back, as he had 
something to communicate to me. Mr. Smelt, he then told 
me, had counselled him to go instantly to Windsor, not 
to address the King, but to be seen by him. "Take 
your daughter," he said, " in your hand, and walk upon 
the terrace. The King's seeing you at this time he will 
understand, and he is more likely to be touched by a 
hint of that delicate sort than by any direct application." 
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I My father determined implicitly to follow this advice. 
I But let me not omit asingalar little circumstance, which 
I much enlivened and encouraged our expedition. While 
I I was changing my dress for the journey, I received a 

I letter from Miss P , which was sent by a private 

I band, and ought to have arrived sooner, and which 
I pressed my visit to my dear Mrs. Delany very warmly, 
I and told me it was by the Queen's express wish. This ' 
I gave me great spirits for my dear father's enterprise, and 
I I was able to help his on the road, from so favourable 
I a symptom. 

I When we got to Windsor, my father saw me safe to 
1 Mrs. DeJany's, and then went himself to Dr. Lind'g. 
I With what joy did I fly into the dear, open arms of this 
I most venerable of women ! Her reception had all the 
I .warm liveliness of pleasant surprise, added to its uii- 
I failing kindness. 1 spent about two hours with her, 
' most sweetly indeed; she unbosomed all her cares and 
sorrows, with that trusting openness that twines her 
round my heart, and makes it take a part, such as it 
feels for its own, in all her sadnesses and solicitudes. 
Grievous it is indeed, grievous and most melancholy, 
that, at her very great age, good, pure, and excellent 
as she is, sadness and solicitude should fall to her lot. 
But all her primitive sensibility remains unimpaired, 
and some there are who put it to most cruel proof- 
Miss P , with her usual partiality, was in high glee 

-from the surprise. I dined and drank tea with them. 
Mrs. Delany wished me to continue with her, and make 
my visit, so )ong delayed, from that time; but I had 
two positive engagements for Monday and Tuesday, that 
could not well he broken. But I promised to go after 
that day whenever she pleased. She related, to me 
the most flattering speech made to her by the Queen, 
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about my coming to her as "the friend best siiit«d lo 
■olace her in her disturbances," aud assured me she 
had quite interested herself iu pressing Mrs. Delany to 
hasten me. 

'Tis very extraordinary what a gracious disposition 
towards me thia sweet Queen always manifests, and 
what peculiar elegance there is in the expressions she 
makes use of in my favour. They were now particulariy 
well-timed, and gave me most pleasant hopes for my 
dear father. He came to tea at Mrs. Delany's, and, at 
the proper hour, went to the terrace, with the good- 
natured Dr. Lind, who is always ready to oblige. I 
waited to go with a female party, which was arranged 
for me by Mrs. Delany, and soon followed: — it was 
Lady Louisa Clayton, Miss Clayton, her daughter-in- 
law, and Miss Emily, her own daughter, with Miss 
P 

All the royal family were already on the terrace before 
we arrived. The King and Queen, and the Prince of 
Mechlenberg, and her Majesty's mother, walked together. 
Next them the Princesses and their ladies, and the young 
Princes, making a very gay and pleasing procession, of 
one of the finest families in the world. Every way they 
moved, the crowd retired to stand up against the wall a 
they passed, and then closed in to follow. When thej 
approached towards us, and we were retreating, I^adfl 
Louisa Clayton placed me next herself, making ha 
daughters stand below — a politeness and attention with 
out which I had certainly not been seen: for the n 
their Majesties advanced, 1 involuntarily looked dow 
and drew my hat over my face. I could not endure b 
stare at them, and, full of our real errand, I felt ashamed 
even of being seen by them. The very idea of a des^ 
however far from illaudable, is always distressJDg a 
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I unco HI for table. Consequently, I should have stood in 
I the herd, and unregarded ; but Lady Louisa's kindness 
I and good breeding put me in a place too conspicuous to 
I pass unnoticed. The moment the Queen had spoken to 
I her, which she stopped to do as soon as she came up to 
F her, she inquired, in a whisper, who was with her; as f 
I know, by hearing my own name given for the answer. 
I The Queen then instantly stepped nearer me, and asked 
' me how I did ; and then the King came forward, and, 
as soon as he had repeated the same question, said, " Are 
you come to stay ?" 
"No, sir, not now." 
" No; bat how long shall you stay ?" 
" I go to-night, sir." 

" I was sure," cried the Queen, " she was not come to 
stay) by seeing her father.'' 

i was glad by this to know my father had been ob- 
served. 

" And when did you come ?" cried the King. 
" About two hours ago, sir." 
" And when do you return again to Windsor?" 
" Very soon, Lhope, sir." 

"And — and — and — " cried he, half laughing, and 
hesitating significantly, " pray, how goes on the 
Muse ?" 

At first 1 only laughed, too; but he repeated the in- 
quiry, and then I answered, " Not at all, sir." 
"No? But why? — why not?" 
" I — I — I am afraid, sir," stammered I, and true 
snougb, I am sure. 
"And why?" repeated he — "of what?" 
I spoke something, — I hardly know what myself, — so 
indistinctly, that he could not hear me, though he had 
put his head quite under my hat, from the beginning oC 
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the liltic conference; and, after another such questJi 
or two, and no greater satisfaction in the answer, b 
Eiuiled ver}' good-liumouredly, and nalked on, 
charming Qaeen by his side. His coodescetisioo cob 
fuses, though it delights me. 

* W'e stayed some time longer on the terrace, and mj 
poor father occasionally joined me; but he looked so o 
scions and depressed, that it pained me to see h 
There is nothing that I know so very dejecting as si 
citation. I am sure I could never, I believe, go tbiou^ 
a task of that sort. My dear fdther was not spoken to,' 
though he had a bow every time the King passed him,' 
and a curtsey from the Queen. But it hurt him, 
be thought it a very had prognostic; and all there was 
at all to build upon was the graciousness shewn to me,, 
which, indeed, in the manner I was accosted, was very 
flattering, and, except to high rank, I am told, very rare.' 

We stayed but a very short time with my sweet Mrs* 
Delany, whose best wishes you are sure were ours, 
told her our plan, and our full conviction that she coulcl 
not assist in it, us the obligations she herself owes a) 
great and so weighty, that any reque^ from her woalj 
be encroaching and improper. 

We did not get home till past eleven o'clock. Wi 
were then informed that Lord Brudenel had called to say 
Mr. Parsons had a promise of the place from the Lord 
Chamberlain. This was not very exhilarating. 

I had been invitted by Mr. Cambridge to pass a day 
at Twickenham with Mr. and Mrs. Hastings, who had 
proposed to carry me thither with them : accordingly, 

Wednesday, May 24th, — Mrs. Hastings sent her 
carriage here before ten o'clock. I made her and M; 
Hustiugs a visit of about half an hour previously to our 
journey. I am quite charmed with Mr, Hastings ; and, 
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jnileed, from all I can gather, and all I can observe, — 
lioth which are but little, — he appears to me to be one 
of the greatest men now living, as a public character; 
while, as a private one, his gentleness, candour, soft 
and openness of disposition, make him one of 
the most pleasing. 

The little journey was extremely agreeable. Hespote 
with the utmost frankness of his situation and ati'airs, 
and with a noble confidence in his certainty of victory 
over his enemies, from his consciousness of integrity and 
honour, that filled me with admiration and esteem for 
him. 

Mrs. Hastings is lively, obhging, and entertaining, 
and so adored by her husband, that, in her sight and 
conversation he seems to find a recompense, adequate lo 
all his wishes, for the whole of his toils, and long dis- 
turbances and labours. How rare, but how sweet .and 
pleasant, the sight of such unions 1 



[A vacancy at this time occurred in the royal house- 
hold, from the resignation of Madame Haggerdorn, one- 
of the Queen's German attendants who, together with 
Madame Schwellenberg, held the office of Keeper of the 
liobes. The place was much sought after, but her Majesty 
bad been so well pleased with what she saw of Miss Bur- 
ney, that she graciously empowered Mr. Smelt to ofier 
her this situation, allowing her time to consider and weigh 
its advantages. 

Miss Burneyj thougli deeply grateful for such a distinc- 
tion, foresaw with alarm the separation from her family and 
the total confinement it would occasion ; and, in her per- 
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plexity how to decide, she wrote the foUoiriiig letCer 
her judicious and faithful friend, the late Mies " 
bridge.] 

To Miss Cambridge. 

Monday, June, - 

" I will share," says my dearest Miss Cambridge, in i 
letter, not long ago, " in all your cares — all your joys.' 
Is it fair in me, beginning, perforce, by the worst, toU 
you at your generous word ? Ves, I hope it is — &i 
would you have invited such a participation, and no 
have wished it? N'o, I know your noble sincerity toi 
well, and I call upon you to speak to me in those \ 
you would speak to yourself, when I have told yoa t 
subject of my present difficulty. 

It. is only by minds such as yours — as my Susaa's, Mrs 
Delany's, and Mrs. Locke's — my four invaluable friend^ 
that I can hope to be even understood, when I speak a 
difficulty and distress from a proposal apparently only ad 
vantageous. But Susan's wishes are so certainly an^ 
invariably my own, that I wish to spare her from hearinj 
of this matter till the decision is mnde ; Mrs. Delanjr 
with all her indulgent partiality, is here too deeply into 
rested on the other side to be consulted without pmninj 
her ; and Mrs. Locke has an enthusiasm in lier klndnes 
that makes every plan seem cruet to her that puts or keep 
us asunder. In this particular case, therefore, I shot 
apply for no opinion but yours,— -yours, which I may hen 
peculiarly trust, from knowing that it unites the two pre 
cise qualities tliat suit it for judging my situation, — i 
strong sense of duty, with a disinterested love of inde> 
pendence. And you are liberal enough, too, I am sure; 
to permit me openly to tell you that I do not beg j 
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advice witli a premeditated resolution to follow it ; but 
simply with a view to weigh and compare your ideas 
with my own, in the same manner I should do could I 
talk the matter over wiih you instead of writing it. 

I now come straight to the point. 

Yesterday evening, while 1 was with Mrs. Delany, 
Mr. Smelt arrived fi'om Windsor, and desired a private 
conference with her: and, when it was over, a separate 
one with me : surprising me not a little, by entreating 
me to suffer some very home questions from him, relative 
to my situation, my views, and even my wishes, with re- 
spect to my future life. At first, I only laughed : but 
my merriment a little failed me, when he gave me to 
understand he was commissioned to make these inquiries 
by a great personage, who had conceived so favourable 
an opinion of me as to be desirous of undoubted informa- 
tion, whether or not there was a probability she might 
permanently attacli me to herself and her family. 

You cannot easily, my dear Miss Cambridge, picture 
. to yourself the consternation with which I received this 
intimation. It was such that the good and kind Mr. Smelt, 
perceiving it, had the indulgence instantly to offer me 
his services, first, in forbearing to mention even to my 
father his comnuEsion, and next in fabricating and 
carrying back for me a respectful excuse. And I must 
iilways consider myself the more obliged to him, as I saw 
in his own face the utmost astonishment and disappoint- 
ment at this reception of his embassy. 

I could not, however, reconcile to myself concealing 
from my dear father a matter that ought to be settled by 
himself; yet 1 frankly owned to Mr. Smelt that no 
situ.ition of that sort was suited to my own taste, or pro- 
mising to my own happiness. 

He seemed equally sorry and surprised ; he expatiated 
VOL. II. B £ 
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warmly upon the sweetness of chantciei- of all the i 
family, and then begged me to consider the very p 
liar distinction shewn me, that, unsolicited, unsought, 
had been marked out wiili such personal &vour by ( 
Queen herself, as a person with whom she had been 
singularly pleased, as to wish to settle me with one 4 
the princesses, in preference to the thousands of o^rl 
candidates, of high birth and rank, but small fortune 
who were waiting and supplicating for places in dl 
new- forming establishment. Her Majesty proposi 
giving me apartments in the palace; making me b( 
iong to the table of Mrs. Schwellenberg, with wboi 
all her own visitors — bishops, lords, or commons— alw^ 
dine; keeping roe a footman, and settling on me £^00 
year. "And in such a situation," he added, "so w 
spectabiy offered, not solicited, you may have 
tunities of serving your particular friends, — especial 
your father, — such as scarce any other could 

My dear Miss Cambridge will easily feel that this « 
a plea not to be answered. Yet the attendance upon ll 
Princess was to be incessant, — the confinentent to t 
court continual ; — I was scarce ever to be spared ftw 
single visit from the palaces, nor to receive aDybo4 
but with permission, — and, my dear Miss Cambridgi 
■what a life for me, who have friends so dear to me, a 
to whom friendship is the balm, the comfort, the n 
support of existence ! 

Don't think me ungrateful, meanwhile, to the bwi 
Queen, for thus singling out and distinguishing an oh 
scure and most unambitioos individual. No indeed, lai 
quite penetrated with her partial and most unexpecta 
condescension : but yet, let me go through, for her sake, 
my tasks with what cheerfulness I may, the deprivations X 
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inust suffer would ioevitably keep me from all possibility 
of happiness. 

Though I said but little, my dear Mrs. Delany was 
disturbed and good Mr. Smelt much moitified, that a 
proposition which had appeared to them the most flat- 
tering and honourable, should be heard only with de- 
jection. I cast, however, the whole into my lather's dis- 
posal and pleasure. 

But I have time for no more detail, than merely to 
say, that till the oiFer comes in form, no positive answer 
reed be given, and therefore that I am yet at liberty. 
Write to me, then, my dearest Miss Cambridge, with all 
your fullest honesty, and let me know which you wish to 
strengthen — my courage in making my real sentiments 
openly known, or my fortitude in concealing what it may 
be right I should endure. 

The moment this affair is decided, as I shall then 
strive to make the best of it, whatever be my decision, I 
shall entreat you to return me this letter, or commit it to 
the ffames. The measles will keep off any meetmgs st 
Windsor for some time. I hope, therefore, to receire 
your answer before I am obliged to speak finally. 

Can yon forgive me this trouble? If matters take the 
turn I BO much dread, I shall not give you much more ! 

If It should be in my power, I still intend to defer my 
going to Windsor till all this is arranged. 

Adieu ! my dearest Miss Cambridge ; I am sorry to 
send you a letter written in such confusion of mind. 

Monday Night. — I have now to add, that the zealous 
Mr. Smelt is just returned from Windsor, whither he 
went again this morning, purposely to talk the matter 
over with her Majesty. What passed I know not, — but the 
result is, that she has desired an interview with me herself; 
it is to take place next Monday, at Windsor. I now aeie.'iift. 
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end — I see it nexl to ineviuble. I can suggest nothinii; 
upon earth that I tlore say for myself, in aii audience w 
- generously meant. I cannot even to my fatlier utter my 
reluctance, — 1 see him so mucli delighted at tlie prospect 
of an establishment lie looks upon as so honourable. Bui 
for the Queen's own word /7Pri«ancn', — but for her de- 
clared desire to to attach nie entirely to herself and 
family, — I should share in his pleasure ; but what can 
make me amends for all I shall forfeit ? Bui I mnst do 
the best 1 can. Write me a comforting and strengthening 
letter, my dearest Miss Cambridge. I have no heart to 
write to Mickleham, or Norbury. 1 know how they will 
grieve: — they have expected me to spend the whole sum- 
mer with diem. Jly gi-eatest terror is, lest the Queen, 
from what Mr. Smelt hinted, should make nie promise 
myself to her for a length of years. What can I do to 
avoid that? Anything that has n period is endurable; 
but what can I object that will not sound ungrateful, to 
the honour she is doing me and meaning nie ? She hd 
given the most highly flattering reasons for making thfl 
application, in preference to listening to that of oilier 
she lifts put it upon terms of commendation the i 
soothing ; she is, indeed, one of the sweetest characte 
in the world. Will you, too, condemn me, then, thai 3 
feel thus oppressed by her proposal? I hope not,- 
think not; — hut be very honest if you really do. 
I cogid see you ! It is not from nervousness ; — I baJ 
always and uniformly had a horror of a life of & 
aiice and dependence. 

Don't be uneasy about me, however ; foi', this one we< 
of conflict over, I shall set all my faculties at work to d 
the best, and think die least I can. And, till that t 
comes, I must not venture to write to my poor Sui 
Hhc and Mrs. Locke have long fe:ired diis. I ihougn 
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tlieir fears so vain, so partial, so almost absurd, that I never 
heeded liieni. Yet I now hear the Queen has been form- 
ing this plan ever since I had first the honour of knowing 
her ; and she has been making the minutest inquiries 
from that time into my conduct and disposition, and all 
that belongs to me. How little dJd I suspect it ! 

Could I but save myself from a lasting bond, — from a 
promised devotion ! That is the great point of all, my 
dearest Miss Cambridge, in which, if you can help me 
to suggest something that wiU not sound disrespectful or 
improper, you will serve me indeed. 

[The answer to this letter does not appear; but Miss 
Burney's grateful sense of her Majesty's goodness, and 
the desire avowed by Dr. Burney and Mrs. Delany 
that so honourable and advantageous an offer should not 
be declined, all concurred to make her accept it ; and the 
following letter to her father shews the final result of hei 
deliberations, and her affectionate care to prevent him 
from perceiving her uneasiness.] 

F. B. 



Miss F. Burney to Dr. Burney. 

Monday, June 19th, 1786. 

How great must have been your impatience, dearest 
sir ! but my interview has only this morning taken 
place. Every thing is settled, and to-morrow morning 
I go to the Queen's Lodge, to see the apartments, and to 
receive my instructions. 

I must confess myself extremely frightened and full of 
alarms, at a change of situation so great, so unexpected, 
so unthought of. Whether I shall suit it or not. Hea- 
ven only knows, but I have a thousand doubts. Yet 
nothing could be sweeter than the Queen,— more en- 

VOL. n. F P 
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couraging, moreg«itle, or more delicate. She did ikx 
ask me one question concerning my qualifications tor the 
charge; ^e only said, with tlie most coadescendin^ 
softness, " I am sure. Miss Uurney, we shall suit on- 
anothcr very well." And, another time, " I am sure 
we shall do very well together." 

And what is it, dear Sir, you suppose to be my busi- 
ness? Not to attend any of the Princesses — but the 
Queen herself t This, indeed, was a delightful hearing, 
reverencing and admiring her as I have so sincerely done 
ever since I first saw her. And in this, my amazement 
is proportioned to ray satisfaction ; tor the place designed 
me is that of Mrs, llaggerdorn, who came witli her from 
Germany, and it will put me more immediately and more 
constanUy in her presence than any other place, but 
that of Mrs. Schwellenberg, in the Court. 

The prepossession the Queen has taken in my favour 
is truly extraordinary, fur it seems as if her real view was, 
as Mr. Smelt hinted, to attach roe to her person, 
has been long, she told Mrs. Delany, looking out 1 
one to supply the place of Mrs. H., whose ill healtl 
forces her back to^ Germany : "and I was led to think d 
Miss Burney, first by her books; then by seeing 1 
then by always hearing how she was loved by lier frleru 
but chiefly by your ftlendship for her," 

I faucy my appointment will take place very & 
• • • » • 

F. B. ' 



Misi F. humey to Dr. Barney. 

Windsor, June 20th, 17S6.1 

Most dear Sir, 

I am sure you will be glad to hear I have got one fi 

mality over, that was very disagreeable to my expect 
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tions. I have been introduced to Mrs. Haggerdorn 
whom I am to succeed, and lo Mrs. Schwellenberg, whom 
I am to accompany. Thb passed at the Queen's Lodge, 
In titeir own apartments, this morning. I cannot easily 
describe tlie sensation with which I entered that dwel- 
ling, — the thoughts of its so soon becoming my habita- 
tion, — and the great hazard of how all will go on in it 
— and the sudden change ! 

Everything was perfectly civil and easy ; the Queen 
bad herself prepared them to receive me, and requested 
me to go. 

They made no use of the meeting in the way of busi- 
ness ; it was merely a visit of previous ceremony. 

I hope to get to town on Thursday ; I shall have very 
little time, indeed, for a multiplicity of things to do, and 
to order, and to settle. 

Nobody has been told of this affair here as yet, but 
Mrs. S. and Mrs. H., and Lady Weymouth, who is now 
in waiting, to attend the Queen to the Races. 

I am to go again to the Queen's Lodge, in order to 
receive some instructions fi'om Mrs. Haggerdorn, in pre- 
sence of her Majesty t and I hope that will take place 
to-morrow, as I cannot leave Windsor till it is done. 

The utmost astonishment will take place throughout 
the Court when they hear of my appointment. Every- 
body has settled some successor lo Mrs. Haggerdorn; and 
I have never, I am very sure, been suggested by a single 
person. I saw, this morning, by all that passed with Mrs. 
S., how unexpected a step her Majesty has taken. The 
place, she told me, had been solicited, distantly, by thou- 
sands and thousands of women of fashion and rank. 

As my coming away cannot be fixed, on account of my 
going again to the Lodge, and as I shall want to decamp 
the very instant I have it in my power, we think it will 
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be best for youi dearest sir, to bring me back, instead of 
fetching me. Indeed I shall want all ihe encouragement 
and all the support you can give me, flattering as tlie 
whole of this business is, lo enter upon sucli a new scene, 
and prepare for such painful separations, with any spirit 
or cheerfulness. 

Adieu again, dearest, dearest, sir, — 

Most diitifuUy and affectionately, yours, ■ 

f.bM 



Mis) Burney to Mrs, Francis, Ayhshnm, KorfoUi. 

St. Martin's Street, June 27th, 178S. 

My sweet Charlotte's kind indulgence to my long 
silence has been very, very dearly accepted. It is lili 
your ever affectionate mind to believe and feel for xa 
hurries. New ones that you dream not of have occupiei 
and now occupy me. 1 must lell you them briefly, (a 
1 have scarce a moment ; but it would be very vexatioi 
lo me thai any pen but my own should communical 
any event material lo rae, to my dear Charlotte, 

Her Majesty has sent me a message, express, near 
fortnight ago, with an ofler of a place at Court, to sw 
ceed Mrs. Haggerdorn, one of ihe Germans who accon 
panied her to England, and who is now retiring inl 
her own country. 'Tis a place of being constantly aboi 
her own person, and assisting in her toilette, — a place i 
much confidence, and many comforts; apartments i 
tlie palace ; a footman kept for me ; a coach in commo 
with Mrs. Schwellenberg ; 200/. a-yeai', &c. &c. 

I have been in a stale of extreme disturbance ev( 
since, from llie reluctance I feel to the separation it wi 
cause me from all my friends. Those, indeed, whom 
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most love, I shall be able to invite to me in the palace]; 
but I see little or no possibility of being able to make, 
what I most value, excursions into the country. 

When you come, however, my dearest Charlotte, I 
shall certainly take measures for seeing you, either in 
Town, or at Windsor, or both. 

So new a scene, so great a change, so uncertain a 
success, frightens and depresses me ; though the extreme 
sweetness of the Queen, in so unsolicited an honour, so 
unthought of a distinction, binds me to her witii a devo- 
tion that will make an attendance upon her light anci 
pleasant, I repine only at losing my loved visits to the 
country, Mickleham, Norbury, Chesingtoii, Twicken- 
ham, and Aylesham, as I had hoped ; all tliese I must 
now forego. 

Every body so violently congi-atuiates me, that it 
seems as if ail was gain. However, I am glad they are 
at] so pleased. My dear father is in raptures ; that is my 
first comfort. Write to wish him joy, my Cliarlotte, 
without a hint to him, or any one but Susan, of my 
confessions of my internal reluctance and fears. 

You may believe how much I am busied. I have been 
presented at the Queen's Lodge in Windsor, and seen 
Mrs. Haggerdorn in office, and find I have a place of 
really nothing to do, but to attend; and on Thursday I am 
appointed by her Majesty to go to St. James's, to see 
all tliat belongs to me there. And I am now fitting out 
just as you were, and all the maids and workers suppose 
I am going to be married, and snigger every time they 
bring in any of my new attire. I do not care to pub- 
lish the aft'au', till it is made known by authority ; so I 
leave them to their conjectures, and I fancy their 
greatest wonder is, icho and where is the sposo ; for they 
must think it odd he should never ap^ar t 
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jV/iM Bumey to Doctor Sumey. 

Queeii'a Lodge, Windsor. Jnly -Mth, 17M. 

Never were tears so sweet as those I have ihismomer 
been Bhedding over my beloved father's most kind letier. 
Praise such as this, coming from the very hand in tli 
whole world that can make it most valuable to me, qui) 
melts me. The confidence you feel in my well-doin^; 
is most grateful to my heart, and most encouraging 
my spirits. 

What my difficulties arc to be, 1 know not, nor *) 
my dangers ; hut everybody speaks of this as a 
Abounding Jn both, and requiring the most indefadg^i 
prudence and foresight. At present, however, I set 
none -- I am happy, indeed, to tell my dearest father 
that my road has grown smoother and smoother, 
that whatever precipices and brambles I may have la 
encounter, they have not appeared to terrify, me oii 
onset, and that I therefore hope they will not occur dll 
I am BO well prepared to see them, that I shall knoi 
how to slip aside, without tumbling from one, or being 
torn by the other. 

What a delightful writing-box ! witli what pli 
shall I always think of who sent it, and the sweet, sweetr 
letter that accompanied it, whenever I use it ; and tliat 
will be continually, for I have none other. I am now 
making my first experiment of all its contents. May I 
bat send you letters as pleasant from it as the first letter 
I have found in it [ 

Sweet Mrs. Deiany comes to me this afternoon ; she 
has already made me two visits. 1 shall read her what 
you say of her, if we are alone, for I know it will much 
gratify her. 

Tuesday, after I lost you, and yesterday, I was re- 

t 
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ceiving congratulatory visits from the ladies of the 
Household, during all my leisure time. Lady Charlotte 
Finch came in the morning, and was extremely civil 
indeed. I returned her visit, and that of her sister, Lady 
Louisa Clayton, this morning, for I was desred to walk 
out, for health and exercise, in the most gracious 
manner. Mrs. Fielding has been with me also, renew- 
ing our town acquaintance. Madame La Fite calls 
every day. Miss Goldsworthy has made an opening; 
Lady Elizabeth Waldegrave brought her sister, Lady 
Caroline, to sit with me for half an hour before they 
went upon the Terrace ; and Miss Planta came the first 
morning. 

To-day, Lady Effingham, Lady Frances Howard, and 
Sir George, who came to wait upon the Queen, all 
entered my room, and introduced themselves to me, with 
a very flattering speech, of desiring to cultivate, &c. ; but 
most unluckily, I was just going to dress, and was obliged 
to tell them so, though I could hardly get such words 
out ; and to make them leave me at once. The shock, 
however, was all mine ; for they are too much used to a 
court to receive any from submitting to its train of sub- 
ordinate etiquettes. 

F. B. 
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Babclit, David, was one of seven sons of the celehrated Apologial of 
the Quakers, — all of wliom were living iifiy years after the death, 
of their father. David wia the last of them. He was a wealthy 
mercer in Clieapside, and entertained successively the three kings 
(George I., II., and III.) on their respective visits to the city an 
Lord Mayor's day. He was subsequently the purchaser of Mr. 
Thrale's brewery, and founder of the raosi famous brewing firm of 
the present day, Barclay, Perkins, and Co. 
lERqt:iN, Arkaitld de, was bom at Gouideauic in 1749, and died at 
Paris in 179t. 

Bewley, William. He was for some time the writer of the articles 
on science and natural philosophy in the Monthly Beview. He 
died at the house of Dr. Burney in tT83. 

oscAWEN, THE HoN. Fbanceh, daughter of W. E. Ghmviile, Esq., 
and wife lo Admiral Boscawen. This lady was also mother to the 
Duchess of Beaufort and Mrs. Leveson Gower. All these three 
ladies are celebrated in Sliss Hannah More's poem entitled ■' Sensi- 
bility." 

Bhowne, Hawkins, son of Isaac Hawkins Browne, author of an 
elegant Latin poem entitled " De Anirai Immortalitate," which was 
translated by Soame Jenyns. 

Bi;NEUEy, Harby, was one of the most celebrated caricaturists of his 
day in England. He was especially celebrated on subjects con- 
nected with horsemanship. His best and best known work is a series 
of caiicatiires, with humorous descriptive letter-press, on " The Art 
of Horsemanship." 

AMBBiDGE, HicHABD OvEN. This gentleman, of an opulent and 
ancient Gloucestershire family, was disttnguisbed for his wit in con- 
versation, DO less than for his taste and talents in literature. He 
wrote a burlesque poem called " The Scribleriad," and was a prin- 
cipal contributor to the periodical paper called " The World." He 
died, aged 35, at his seat near Twickenham, on the banks of the 
Thames, in the year 1802, leaving a widow, two sons, and one 
daughter. His works were collected and re-published by bis younger 
son, who prelixed to them a memoir of Mr. Cambridge, which has 
been justly admired for its elepance and perspicuity. 

Camsbidce, the Rev. Geobge Owes — second son of R. 0. Cam- 
bridge, Esq., Prebendary of Ely and Archdeacon of Middlesex. 
This gentleman is chiefly known in the literary world by the valuable 
and interesting memoir of his father, for which it is indebted to him ; 
but the sphere in which he eminently shone, was (.baS-tA. -^ViiK. 'iCB*'- 
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prtvale beneTOlence. He was evei foremost in assisting and promol- 
ing the best charitable inatilutioni, and employed his long- and exei 
plary life in doJDg good to all thttl came within the reach of hbui 
wearied b«nevaUnce. He died at TnickEnhLiin Aleadovrs, eai 
in tiieyeit 1641. 

Catob, Mb., was chosen inember|of parliament for Ipswich in 1. 
Thi* geDllemas was joint etecutoi and trustee, with Dr. Johns 
Mt. H. Smith, and Mr. Cfutcliley, to Mr. Thrale's ' " 
described by Dr. Johnson as having " much «ood in his chsu; 
and much usefulness in his Icnowledge." Johnson used to i 
Mr. Cator, at his splendid seat at Beckenham, ia Kent. 

CoswAV, Richard. The most celebrated tniolature painter of b 
day. He also displayed great add varied talent in other depa 
nieuis of the art. He was of extremely ect%ntric cbaracEer a 
litbils, and professed certain religious and other opinions which st 
jected him lo the charge of enravagance ; but he was a a 
sense and strong judgment, in matters appertaiiung to the bmine 
of life. 

CowLET, HAN.^4H, authotess of " The Belle's Stratagem," aod a 
less successful dramatic works; and also of some long p 
pieces, " The Maid of Anjou," 8cc. She was the daughter of 111 
Parkhouse, of Tiuerton, Devonshire, where she was born Ir — 
She died at the same place in 1809. 

CoxE, THE B.EV. WiLLtAia. Hiis gentleman, though at present b( 
known by his travels in various parts of Europe than by hia oi 
works, contributed very largely and usefully to the general litenlUB 
of his day, chiefly in its biographical and historical depnrtmi ' 
He was born in 1747, and was the eldest son of Dr. William C 
physician to the king's household. He was brought up t 
church, and in 1T71 was appointed lo the curacy of Deohani, u 
Uxbridge. He was for two years tutor to the lale Duke of IT 
borough. Afterwards (in 1775) he accompanied the late J 
Pembrohe (then Lord Herbert) in the grand tour. He was 
wards travelling tutor, io succession, to the late Samuel Wbitbiei 
the present Lord Poilman, and the son of the Marquis of Cca 
wallis. He was blind during the last ten years of his life ; nbii 
circumstance, however, did not prevaat him from preparing fiw it 
press the " Private Correspondence of the Duke of Shrewsbury, 
which appeared in 1821, and " Memoirs of the Administration 
tlie Right Hon. Henry Pelham," which were just completed at 
period of his death in 1828. 

C&DTcai:.Ey, Mn., was chosen Member of Parliament for Hocsl 
in 1784. 

DiLANY, Mrs. This lady, who was horn in 1700, was daughter 
John Granville, Esq., and niece of Pope's Lansdowne — "of e 
muse the friend," She bscame, in 1743, the secoiid wife of 
Patrick Delauy, the iotimate liiend of Dean Swift, and of whom, al 
his death, he vraote a work, entitled, " Observations on Swift." ' 
husband was himself promoted to an Irish deanery (that of D 
the year after theit marriage, in 1744. Mrs. Delany wasleft a widoi^ 
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io 176S, and was 83 years of age when sbe is Erst mentioned in the 
Diary. Lord Oiford !>peaks of her skill io paiuting, ^d in imi- 
tating fioweis in cm ana coloured paper. For further references to 
this venerable and interesting lady, eee Sir Walter Scott's " Life of 
Swifl." 

Eliot, Mft., of Port Eliot, aflerwards the first Lord Eliot, He was 
&ther of [be present Garl of St. Germains. 

GiRTHHHonE, Db. An eminent physician, son of the minister of 
Kirkcudbright, in Scotland, where he was born. He came to 
London in 1763, and practised there the various branches of bis 
profession, till his death, in 1812. He was the writer of many valu- 
able medical and physiological papers in llie Transactions of the 
Royal Society, &c. 

Gillies, Dr. The learned anthorof the " History of Ancient Greece 
till ihe Division of ihe Macedonian Umpire," and several other 
historical woiis. He w3sappomled by George III. Historiographei- 
Royal for Scotland. Dr. Gillies was bom in Forfarshire (Scotland) 
in 1750, and died in 1834. 

CsEvrtLE, Mas. Author of the celebrated " Ode to Indifference." 
IS wife of Fulk Grerille, who was Mmister Plenipotentiary 
:auTt of Bavaria. 

Hamilton, Sir William, K.B. Was Ambassador at Naples for 
thirty-sii years. His mother was nurse to George IIT., who, on 
coming to the throne, inadeyoung Hamilton his equerry. He was a 
person of excellent tasle, which he chiefly directed to antiquarian 
researches connected with the classical vicinity in which he so long 
resided. His collection of antique vases (which after his death was 
purchased by gnvemment Ibr the British Museum) was, and still 
remains, unnvalled. He died in 1803. 

HiNWAY, Jonas. Celebrated first as a traveller, and afterwards as a 
philanthropist; the establishment of the Marine Society and the 
Magdalen Hospital was chiefly due to his exertion?. He was a. 
man of eccentric habits, and greatly injured his fortune byhisactire 
benevolence. The government of the day, (under Lord Bute,) io 
consequence of solicitations on his behalf from the principal mer- 
chants of London, appointed him a Commissioner of the Navy, 
(which post he enjoyea for twenty years, and the salary of it to toe 
endofhislife.) He was bom in 1712, and died in 1786. 

Hatsel, Mr. Was for many years Clerk of the House of Com- 

'Hoi.aorD, Major. Afterwards Lord Sheffield. 

HooLB, John. The translator of Tasso, Aiiosto, fee. He died in 

1803. 
HooLE, THE Rev, Saihiel. Son of the above, author of a poem 

called " Aurelia." 
Jackson, William. Chiefly known as a musical composer; but 

he possessed considerable and varied attainments, both as a writer 

! was bom at Exeter, in 1730, and died in 1804. 

JiNVMs, SoAME, was the son of Sir Roger Jenyns, of Bottisham Hall, 

"■" "■ ''--' ' ij which county Mr, Soame Jen^oa,'iffl.'CT "Jmi i.'oiisi. 
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of hii father, represented in parliament. He wu a successful wrii 
in vuious department! of Itieraiure, but ia chiefly knonn bj t 
work on the " Evidences of the Christian Eeligion." He died 
178T. 

KsHBLE. MiEB. The lady lo named in tbe Diary, and described : 
the eiater of Mrs. Siddons, afterwards became Mrs. Twiss, and w: 
the mother of the present Horace Twiss, Eaq. 

LsTiB, Sir A«HTON. Known aa the coliector of nbat was long e 
hihiled to the public as the Leverian Muaeum, consisting of Daltu 
and arti&ciitl curiosities. He vss the son of a Lancashire banonf 
and so impaired his fortune by his passion for " collectiaj," Ih 
he was induced to dispose of his museum by lottery, ia I7QS. £ 






LcvESoK. Mas., alluded to in the Poem. 
of Mrs. Boacawen, and wife of the Hon. Leveson Cowei 
lady is celebrated in IMiss Hannah Mate's poem, entitled * 
bilily." 

XjGUTrooT, THE Rev. John, A dislinzuished botanist of his da; 
He published a botanical work called " Flora Scotica," and left 
hii death (in I73S) an excellent Herbarium, nbich was 
of hi* executors by George III,, for one hundred guineas^ 

Ldcan, Ladt. She was wife of the Brst Lord Lucan. 

Meblin, MoNsiiCB. A celebrated French mechanician. He U 
vented many ingeniouB objects, some of which were of reiol utilili 
but most were mere playthings or objects of curiosity- He was i 
one period of his career quite '' the tage " in London, where even 
thing was a la Merlin — Merlin chairs — Merlin pianos — MeiH 
swings, Eu. He opened a very curious exhibition of automata, an 
used to ride about in a strange fanUstical carriage, of his own inveo 
tion and construction. 

Metcalf, Mb., was chosen Member of Parliament for Horsham i 
1784. 

I^liLLico. An Italian soprano singer, one of the most celebrated * 

MoNCKToN, THE HoN. Miss, daughter of Viscount Galway, tan 
afterwards, (in 1TB6,) married to the Earl of Cotk and Orrery. Ill 
literary parties of this tady, who died only a few months e^, gdi| 
tinned to be as singular and as celebrated during the present d^ 
as lliey are described as having been at the date when she is fin 
referred to in ilie Diary — sixty years ago. 

MoNTAGD, Mb. Afterwards Lord Rokeby. 

Faoli, Genebal. a Corsican officer, who greatly djstinguishei 
himself by his exertions to preserve the independence of his uativ 
country. He organised a force which successfully opposed all ib 
efibrts of the Genoese oppressors of Corsica, for nearly ten yean 
and led at length to the cession of the island to the French by ih 
Genoese. Paoli refused to concur in this arrangement, and fled t 
England, where he enjoyed a pension of £1200 a-year fcoin tb 
English government. Twenty years afterwards, (at the lle?oIalia 
of 1739,) he agreed lo Corsica bang declared a province of France 
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land be 

> London, nhere he died 
n 1B07. 

Perkins, Mr. At ihe period first referred to in the Diary, Mr. 
Perkins was superintendendem of Mr. Thrale's brewery; he after- 
wards bei^ame partner with Mr. Barclay, the wealthy Quaker. 

Raczzim. An Italian singer and composer of some eminence, 
who coadocted the concerts at Bath for many years. 

Sacchiki, Antonio Mario Gagparo. A distinguished Italian 
composer. He was bom at Naples, in 1735. He was for sorne 
lime al the head of the Conservatorio of L'Ospedalelto, at Venice. 
He afterwards (in IT7S)canie to England, and remained here several 
years, but was driven away by one of those petty cabals to whicli, 
the musical world has erer shewn itself to be disgracefully liable. 
A report was universally circulated, and eilensively believed, that 
many of bis best things were composed by Rauztinj — a man inb- 
nilely inferior to Sacchini in everything but the mere mechanism of 
music. Sacchini Anally established himselfatPaiis, where his great 
talents were duly appredated, and rewarded by a pension from the 
Queen, Marie Antoinette. He died at Paris in 1786. One of bis 
best dramatic pieces (of which he composed more than eighty,) is 
on the subject of " Evelina." 

Sastkes, Ms. This gentleman is spoken of by Boswell as " Mr. 
Saslres, the Italian Master." He was ontermsofgreat inlimacy with 
Dr. Johnson, some of whose most pleasant letters were addressed 
to him, (see the General Appendix to " Murray's Boawell," voi. 10.) 

Strange, Mr. Afterwards Sic Robert Strange, the most celebrated 
English engraver of his day. He wa.s bom in 172a, in one of the 
Orkney Islands. In early life he entered the army of the Pretender. 
Subsequently he pursued his professional studies at Paris and in 
Italy. He died at London in 1795. 

Turner. Sir Gregory Page, Bart,, father of the present Baronet. 

TniNiNG, THE Rbv. Tromab. An accomplished Greek scholar, and 
translator of Aristotle's " Poetics." 

Vancouver, Giobge. ACaptainin the Royal Navy. He served as 
midshipman under Captain Cook, and was afterwards {in 1790) 
appointed to the cotnmand of au expedition of discovery to the 
North Pacific Ocean. He died in 1798, 

Walkhr, Adam. Long known throughout England as a lecturer on 
astronomy, andastheinventorof the Eidouranion. lueatly life he 
shewed an extraordinary capacity for mechanics, but was of very 
eccentric habits, having when quite a youth built himself a hut In 
a thicket near his lather's house, that be might pursue his studies 
uninterruptedly. He first commenced lecturing on astronomy in 
London, in 1778, and continued to do so every year, and also at 
most of the foundation schools, up to the Mriod of his death, 

ioieai. 
Williams, Sir Charles Hanbory. Was M.P, for Monmouth ia 
several parliaments. He was afterwards Mioisler at the Courts of 
Berlin and St. Petersburg. He died in 17S9, He is alluded, ui 
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ID the n»ry only u father of the willy aod accomplished Mrs. , 
Walsingham. j 

Wbaxai.l. Nathaniel William. Hii! gentleman (who was 
created ai Baronet ia 1813) was a voltuninoua writer of travels, 
tuMoticul woiks, memoirs, tte. He was the soa of a Briitd 
merchanl, aad passed the early part of hi* life in India, ia the ' 
citil service of the compaoy. He wai afterwards appointed Judge 
Advocate and PsymasteroftheForceiof the Presidency of Bombay, j 
llig latest work, and that nhidi excited most attention, was entitled , 
*' Hinorical Memoin of ray own Timea," &c. Ic was published i 
in 1815. Sit Nathaniel WraX'^1 died it Dover, in 1331, oa his ' 
way to NapUi. 
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